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ALBIN A AND LOTHARIOz 
ox, THE FATAL SEDUCTION. 
| a f TALE, 5 
BV THE EDITOR. 
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ADBVERTISEMENT»s 


The Editor preſents to his Fair Patroneſſes this little piece, rather as a ſpeci» 
men of that ſpecies of poetry he wiſhes to ſee cultivated by perſons of ſupe- 
rior genius and learning, than as a production in itſelf compleat : he is ful- 
ly ſenſible he has much to fear, if judged by the ſtrict rules of ſevere criti- 
ciſm; though he cannot relinquiſh the flattering hope, that this little Story, 
and it's intended Moral, may in ſome degree contribute to the entertain- 
ment of his kind Friends—the only idea under which he will attempt to joſ- 
tify the inſertion of any performance of his own, in a Collection ſo truly 
reſpectable. „„ | | E 


The Editor begs leave to add, that his Story has, at leaſt, the claim of xover- 
TyY——and, if it ſhould be found to meet with the general approbation of his 
numerous friends, he means to lay before them, at the commencement of 

each future volume, ſomewhat of a different kind, the beſt he may be able 
to produce. 7 | | | 
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E Britiſh Fair, whoſe gentle boſoms know 
To fhare luxurious in another's woe; 
" Whoſe radiant orbs, when black misfortunes lour, 
* Refreſh with Pity's dew the drooping flow'r ; 
And, Phœbus like, thro' wat'ry clouds lament 
The waſteful: tempeſt which ye can't prevent: —— 
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No more inſtruct when Time hath wip'd your eyes; 
But, to compleat the purpoſe of theſe rhymes, 
And ſhun Lothario's woes —avoid his erimes! 


Not far remov'd from that ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Where once ſecurely dwelt earth's faireſt flow'r; 


Till the vindictive queen with rage purſu'd, 
And drench'd her eruel hands in injur'd blood; 
High on a hill Earl Elwin's manſion ſtood, 


In part ſecreted by a neighb'ring wood, | 
Which down the ſlope thro? ſecret mazes leads, 
To where the Iſis laves her fav'rite meads: 


Hither the earl would oft at dawn repair, 


To breathe the fragrance of the vernal air; 
To hear the warblers of the vocal grove, 
And join their ſtrains of gratitude and love. 
It chanc'd, one morning, while the earl thus ſtray'd, 


A wretched fair at diſtance he ſurvey'd 
| Whoſe careleſs treſſes floating in the wind, 
And various geſtures, ſpoke her anguiſh'd mind. 


Sometimes ſhe ſtepp'd with haſte among the trees, on 1 
Look'd wildly round, and dropp'd upon her knees 


Now roſe again; and, with uplifted eyes, ' ' ; 


Seem'd to implore compaſſion from the ſkies— 


Then downward bent them, ſmote her heaving breaſt, 


And with her ſnowy hand her temples preſs'd— 
Thus, in deſpair, a moment's ſpace ſhe ſtood, 
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But ever as ſhe reach'd the river's fide, 
Sudden ſhe ſtopp'd, and gaz'd upon the tide ; 
Glancing from thence, quick ey'd the little grove, 
And backward flew, as on the wings of Love. 
This ſcene the earl beheld her twice repeat; 
And wonder'd much the cauſe of her retreat. 
When now, approaching ſecretly behind, 
He ſaw Albina on the ground reclin'd ; 
And inſtant knew her for the daughter fair 
Of old Erneſto, tutor to his heir: 
But O how high Earl Elwin's wonder roſe, 
To ſee her circling arms a babe incloſe ! 
Down her pale cheeks unnumber'd ſtreams deſcend, 
And broken ſighs her lab'ring boſom rend: 
In vain ſhe ſtops the torrent of her eyes, 
Her beating breaſt continues it's ſupplies !- 
The tender infant, delug'd o'er with woe, 
Bids with her tears his ſtreams of ſorrow flow: 
As if to heal her poignant grief he ſtrove, 
And felt, inſtinctively, maternal love! 
The anxious mother wip'd his cherub face, 
And cloſely ftrain'd him in a fond embrace: 
Then, while ſhe lull'd his infant griefs to ref, 
Her own ſad tale in words like theſe expreſs'd, 
© Ah, loſt Albina ! wretched, ruin'd fair! — 
« Happ'ly, my babe, thou know'ſt not her deſpair; 


© Elſe wouldft thou mix, indeed, thy tears with mine, 
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And let a mother's woes be truly thine ! 

For ſure thy form angelick beauty wears, 

And human woes are wept with angels tears 
But thou art man—and might, unmov'd, ſurvey 
© The ſaddeſt ſcene misfortune can difplay !— 

© Yet have I known—too ſoon to be renew'd !— 
A father's feeling heart by grief ſubdu'd ; 
vet have I known an huſband's ſtreaming eyes 
Mock the vain pomp which pageantry ſupplies : 
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c When noble Elwin mourn'd his Ella's doom, 


c 


And follow'd weeping to her filent tomb; 


When good Erneſto fear'd Albina's fate, 
© And on her bed of ſickneſs mournful fate !— 


ec 


Cc 


O cruel death, to plunge thy keeneſt dart 
In happy Ella's breaſt, nor touch Albina's heart!“ 


A pauſe of woe here ſtopp'd the pow'rs of ſpeech, 


But ftill her ſighs the earl's ſoft boſom reach: 


The caſual mention of his Ella's name, 
Erneſto's daughter's obvious loſs of fame, 
Join'd with the great reſpect he bore her ſire, 
Firſt ſwell his breaſt with ſorrow—then with ire; 


Nor does he mourn her ills with idle grief, 


But bends his thoughts, how beſt to bring relief: 


Reſolves th' accurſed cauſe with ſpeed to find, 
And let reſentment follow cloſe behind; 
Till his baſe heart, who dar'd her honour ſtain, 


Should make a large amends, or ſuffer equal pain. 


And now, while gen'rous Elwin penſive ſtands, 


He hears Albina claſp her iv'ry hands; 
A deep-drawn ſigh's unwelcome ſound ſucceeds, 
Follow'd by words—at which his boſom bleeds. 
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How vainly once, Albina, didſt thou dream, 
That thou ſhouldſt baſk in Fortune's brighteſt beam; 
Enjoy each pleaſure of exalted life, 


And be- fatal charm—Lothario's wife! 


Alas! perfidious youth, he only ſtrove 
To veil his purpoſe in the garb of love! 


Zach f pecious art too well the faithleſs knew, 


Practis'd by falſe ones to enſnare the true: 
Too well he knew the pow'r aſfection gave, 


And baſely ruin'd her he ſwore to jayve! 


And thou, unhappy offspring cf my ſhame, 


Thou too muſt feel a mother's loſs of fame ! 


© For ſooi—too ſoon thy blighted youth ſhall know, 


Ec 


The child of Nature—is the child of Woe ! 


Then 
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Tanke back, thyſelf, his yet untainted breath, 
And one big tear rolls ſlowly from each eye, 


His ſleeping beauty once again to view, 
Ere yet ſhe bids the world and him adieu! 


Eternal reſpite for her wounded mind, 
With ſwifteſt ſteps the flying fair purſu'd; 


Her form was ſunk beneath the cloſing tide. 


But ſtill too diſtant from the river's ſide, 


Till up, again, he ſees the bubbles riſe ; 
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To what new late 1 is Albina brought! 

Do thou, O God !? (exclaims the wretched fair) 
Snatch me, in mercy, from this laſt deſpair ! 

© Let inſtant death attend by thy command, 

And ſtop a mother's ſacrilegious hand: 


Nor let Albina's crimes be multiplied in death!” 
Forth from her tortur'd breaſt proceeds one ſigh, 


As, ſudden riſing with uplifted hands, 
O'er the ſweet babe in fix'd deſpair ſhe ſtands, 


'Then, turning quick, with half-averted eyes, 
To the cold boſom of the river flies ; 
And, plunging headlong, vainly hopes to find 


Th' aſtoniſn'd earl, who this ſad ſcene had view'd, 
But, ah! too late he reach'd the river's ſide, 


Yet fill Earl Elwin o'er the margin bent, 
And ey'd the circling flood with looks intent; 
Till, in the midft, the bubbling liquid roſe, 
As if to mourn the hapleſs fair-one's woes; 
And inſtant, on it's lucid boſom bore 
Albina's floating form towards the more; 5 
Then with an out- ſtretch'd arm effay'd to reach 
The ſinking fair, and draw her to the beach: 


Again ſhe ſinks beneath the cloſing tide! 
Now; im deſpair, he rolls his anxious eyes, 
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Again beholds Albina's form appear, 
And finds the friendly flood has brought her near: 
| With eager joy then firetches forth his hand, 
| And trembling drags his welcome prize to land. 
Long tried the earl each life-renewing aid, 
; 


2 


No vital ſpark his ſearching eyes ſurvey'd ; 
No ſlow pulſation lab'ring in her veins, 
No glow of life to recompenſe his pains : 
The chilling ſtream had check'd life's crimſon tide, 
And the rais'd arm dropp'd lifeleſs by her ſide! 
Hopeleſs to ſave—unwilling to refrain 
| Each life-renewing art he tries again; 
| And oft to Heav'n uplifts his ſpeaking eyes, 
| As from his heart the warm petition flies. 
At length, a gleam of hope revives his frame: 
He feels—or thinks he feels—the vital flame! 
Cold, ſhudd'ring fits, her gentle breaſt convulſe, 
And life, returning, throbs in ev'ry pulſe; 
Her languid eyes, flow-opening, meet the light, 
And inſtant loſe, again, the pow*r of ſight; 
The refluent blood each former channel ſeeks, 
And the warm glow of life ſpreads mantling o'er her cheeks. 
Now the keen anguiſh of Albina's pains, 
Wakes ev'ry nerve, and ſpreads thro? all her veins, 
She groans—ſhe raves—ſhe heaves her lab'ring breaſt— 
Gnaſhes her teeth—and madly graſps her veſt! _ 
Then, in a moment, quite compos'd appears, 
And drowns each feature in a flood of tears. 
While o'er th' afflicted fair Earl Elwin kneels, 
And for each pang an equal anguiſh feels; 
Sudden he hears, among the diſtant trees, 
The vacant muſick of a mind at eaſe ; 
And while he liſtens with attentive ears, 
Full in his view the jocund ſwain appears. 
Soon as the earl's extended arm he ſpies, 


Swift down the ſteep the ſturdy peaſant flies. 
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Inſtructed 


« 
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Infrudted now, refames an equal ſpeed, 


And darts like lightning croſs the neighb'ring mead, 


To where a little farm's neat manſion ſtood, 
Hard by the border of Earl Elwin's wood: 
Thence quick returning, with a fellow-ſwain, 
They bear Albina gently o'er the plain, 

_ Cloſe by her fide the earl himſelf attends, 
Directs their courſe, and kind aſſiſtance lends 
Nor in his fondling arms diſdains to bear 

The lovely offspring of the wretched fair. 

By ſlow degrees, and with their labour warm, 
They reach at length the hoſpitable farm; _ 
Where the good dame exerts her utmoſt care, 
In due attention to the hapleſs fair. 
Meanwhile the earl for his phyſician ſends, 
And waits the tedious hour till he attends : 
Nor quits Albina, till from him he learns, 
No fatal ſymptom his beſt {kill difcerns 
Then lets all know he will their cares repay, 
And homeward bends his ſolitary way. 


To where Auguſta's tow'ring fanes ariſe: 
From ſcenes where Vice, dejected, ſhuns the day, 
To where ſhe flaunts it in the ſolar ray, 
The gay Lothario here his dwelling choſe, 
Before he ſail'd to meet his country's foes ; 

In tented fields to purchaſe deathleſs fame, 

And raiſe the honours of an ancient name. 
Forgot each precept good Erneſto taught, 

His boſom freed from ev'ry anxious thought; 

Where Pleaſure leads, he follows in the train, 
Nor ſees how falſe her arts her joys how vain ! 
With Wit, miſnam'd, he drains the ſpicy bowl, 
Nor fears the drug that ennervates his ſoul ; 
With wanton beauty ſpends the laughing hours, 
Nor ſees the latent thorn beneath the flow*rs ; 


-From ſcenes of ſorrow turn we now our eyes, 


| '* BEAUTIES OF POETRY: 


With deſp'rate wretches joins in fatal play, 

! - And lets his fortune be the villain's prey: 

= Nor does the thought of poor Albina's woes, 

| Amidſt his mad career, once interpoſe. 

_ While thus the recreant youth his time employs, 
{| ; In waſteful pleaſures, -and unhallow'd joys; 
Surpriz'd he reads the following ſtern command, 

| Nor ſcarce can hold 1 it in his trembling hand, 


| 7 * 1 by the morning's light; | 
| © Or never meet, again, thy injur'd father's fight Y 


Late as it was, he mounts his fleeteſt ſteed, 
And flies to Elwin Hall with utmoſt ſpeed : 
For. well he knew the earl brook'd no delay, 
And fear—not duty—taught him to obey. 
Arriv'd—Lothario now the earl attends, 
And on his knee with due ſubmiſſion bends ; 


” * — 2 
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Implores forgiveneſs, if his youth has err d— 
M | | Enquires the crime—begs his defence be heard 
3 | Nor fears—(fo great his art, fo ſmall. hi mme) 


[| | To clear each blot, and vindicate his fame. 
_ © *Tis faid, Lothario, (thus the earl began, 
By ſhew of doubt to hide his ſettled plan) 
© That old Erneſto's daughter, whom you know ' 
l Was chaſte as ice, and fair as drifted fnow,, e,. 
| S8 Some nine months ſince, by too much love betray'd, 
A Fell in the ſnare deſigning Vice had laid!!! 
1 © Awhile, tis ſaid, the baſe aſſaſſin ſtrove 
=_ To calm her griefs, inſalting her with loy ?: 
Jl © Till now, her growing ſhame, {o longeeonceal'd, 0's B19LNG 
The villain knew, muſt quickly be reveal'd * : 
« Unmindful of his vows, he quits the fair, 
« Frantick with grief, the victim of deſpair! 
| | But ſtill Albina's yet unſpotted name 
| < Eſcap'd the tainting breath of buſy Fame; SL 9 61 
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* Till yeſter* morn, unable to ſuſtain 
© The load of woes attendant on her pain, 

© Her new-born babe with fainting ſte ps ſhe bore, 
To where the Iſis laves her fertile ſhore ; "3h 
* And ere aſſiſtance could arrive to fave, 
* Deſp'rate ſhe plung'd in the o'erwhelming wave 
Ihe child yet lives—and, as I mean to ſnew 
How much I ſhare in good Erneſto's woe, 
Severe reſentment ſhall the father feel, 

0 And every wound he gave 11! ſtrive to heal. 
© Now, look, Lothario, that you anſwer true; a 


© Theſe are the crimes—the wretch, they ſay; 1s you; 55 ä 


Spite of the lye the perjur'd villain ſpeaks, 
The dew of nature damps his bloodleſs cheeks; 
As, with unmatch'd audacity; he cries, | 
© Within the conſcious breaſt no fears ariſe | 
© Once—let me own I thought Albina's charms 
c Might richly fill the proudeſt monarch's arms; 
And ſtill, ſtill more, my inexperienc'd youth, 
Admir'd her ſeeming virtue, love, and truth. 
Caught in the ſnare, I woo'd her to my fide, 
And meant to aſk her as my future bride : 
But ſoon, in foreign courts, I learn'd to know 
The ſex's arts—and ſmil'd at fancied woe; 
Returning, view'd her with a brother's ſight, 
And ſaw each action in it's proper light. 
A ſecret ſomething ſtruggling in her breaſt, 
The ſtifled ſigh, and tear in vain repreſs'd; 
Spoke plain as language, that the faithleſs fair | 
Was now unworthy of Earl Elwin's heir. | 
I left her then—nor think I aught of blame 
Can juſtly light on my much-injur'd fame 


— ; oY 9 ; LY a CY £ K * K [I [I N — 


A 


< Herend I mourn forgive theſe flowing tears 


N 


Shrouded in death, her crime no more appears: 
Time will unveil the myſt'ry of her fate! 
© Nor let, till then, Lothario feel thy hate.“ 


A 
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Scarce 
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Scarce could th? aftoniſh'd ear! with temper hear 
The fraudful tale preſented to his ear; 
For well he faw, thro? all his ſpecious art, 
The ſubtle meannefs of Lothario's heart. 
Ended the earl replies, Time may reveal; 
Nor ſhall the guiltleſs my reſentment feel! 

* Meanwhile, Lothario, as the morn is fair, 
* Suppoſe we breathe awhile the fragrant air ; 
The chearful ſun ſeems, with increaſing heat, 
To aſk our preſence in yon green retreat; 
Where, midſt the cooling freſhneſs of the ſhade, | 
Pleas'd we may view the beauties he has made.“ 
This ſaid, Earl Elwin ſought the mazy wood, 


That cloath's the hill on which his manſion flood; 
Each ſecret winding path, fall well he knew, 


And to what ſpots the devious feet they drew. 
Wich no fix'd courſe his footſteps ſeem to ſtray z 3 


slowly he leads, regardleſs of the way: 


Now mounts the hill, and now deſcends the vale, 
As richer tints or brighter ſcenes prevail. 

At length, a little manſion meets their view, 
To which the earl's increaſing pace now drew. 


| Lothario follows—but the wakeful fear 


On guilt attendant, faintly ſtartles here: 


Increaſing ſtill, he ſcarce can keep his feet; 


Fearful, alike, to follow or retreat. 
And now the noble Elwin, ent'ring cries, 


| (The ſparks of anger lightning in his eyes) 


« The time is come! when poor Albina's fare | 

© Shall ſtand reveal'd thou, wretch, receive my hate! 

«* Soon ſhall the villain my reſentment know, | 

© Who plung'd a breaſt ſo true, fo deep in woe l' — * 
Before Lothario's fading ſight appears bo: 

The good Erneſto, filent atid-in tears; 


Within his aged arms Albina. 66 10 
Speechleſs her tongue, and clos'd het weeping eyes; 


Struggling 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 11 


Struggling with Death—unwilling to depart— 
In all the anguiſh of a broken heart: 
While by their fide her little cherub lay, 
And aſk'd with tears a mother's needful ſtay, 
© There, there, behold— ' The earl could add no more, 
Ere at his feet dropp'd lifeleſs on the floor 
The late-repentant youth. And now diſtreſs'd 
With various paſſions warring in his breaſt, 
A moment's ſpace the earl abſtracted ſtands, 
While ev'ry paſſion in it's turn commands; 
Till nature's ſtrongeſt pleas redoubled riſe, 
And all the father iſſues from his eyes | 
© Too, tov ſevere! what has my raſhneſs done ! | 
Return, return! my ſon, my ſon, my ſon !? 
Then, with a ſigh ſufficient to divide 
The ſtrings of life, ſunk breathleſs by his ide. 
„ ᷑ TTC WLY 
Reliev'd, at length, from this ſad ſtate of woe, 
From ev'ry eye the ſtreams of ſorrow flow: 
Silent they weep—till now Earl Elwin breaks 
The melancholy pauſe—thus kindly ſpeaks. 
Enough of grief be it henceforth our care, 
Much as we may, the ravage to repair; | 
And pleas'd I ſee contrition heave the breaſt, 
Where vice—the blackeſt vice ſo lately ſtood confeſs'd. 
O O ſan Lothario—yet I call thee ſon— „ 
What has thy guilt, thy guilt and weakneſs done! 
Paſſion demands a recompence ſevere, 
But love parental drops the lifted ſpear; 
Nor ſhall reflection interpoſe a wound, 
* To fink the ſtruggling wretch too nearly, drown'd. 
True, I had thought to ſee my ſon allied 
With wealth and titles—tgys of human pride 
Such as his birth might unaſſuming claim, 
8 A the firſt on Britain's roll of fame : : 


Ba. 
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c But well Albina, with dient worth, 
Supplies the place of titles, wealth, and birth: 
And greatly injur'd by a prouder name, 
Gains what that loſes, riſes with it's ſhame; 
Till, what at firſt ſuperior ſplendor own'd, 
© Thro? guilt's depos'd, and humbler worth enthron'd. 
© Look down, Albina, then—the wand'rer take— 
c And O forgive him, for a father's ſake! 
© Kneel not to me—ſon, daughter, brother I : 
It is too much——to Heav'n be all our pray r. . 
| | «« Father ador'd! ! preſerve us in thy way, 


« Nor &er permit our vagrant feet to ſtray! 
But O uplift us, with a parent's care, 
„ Whene'er we fall in guilt's inſidious ſnare | 
Let genuine penitence each crime atone ; 
| | « And ſtill, whate'er we feel, thy will be done! b 
| Long did Albina ſtruggle with diſeaſe, 
1 And health returning ebb'd by flow degrees: 
T Nor knew Lothario one ſhort hour of reſt, 
So great the anguiſh of his troubled breaſt, 
HY Till, quite reliev'd from all the healing train, 
it He claſp'd his lovely bride, now free from pain, 
| | I, Each day, by ſome new means, Lothario ſtrove. 
Ti To gain ſtill farther on Albina's love: 
And never penitent was more ſincere; 
More griev'd for what was paſt, from future guilt more clear, 
The ſocial converſe of endearing friends; | 
The ruſtick ſports, where ſtrength with ill contends; 3 
The chearing breath that floats aloft in air, 
And bends the lining angel from his ſphere ; 
The ſprightly dance, where grace and beauty join; 
Each ſource of bliſs by mortals deem'd divine: 
Diſplay in turns variety of charms, © 
And ftrive to woo the fair to Pleaſure's arm. 
And oft ſhe joins her friends in converſe ſweet, 
Oft deigns to viſit where the ruſticks meet, 
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With ſkilful hand oft ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings, 
And adds new grace to beauty's gayeſt rings: 
Vet not to her theſe pleaſures ſeem divine; 

Her heart, revolting, ſtill diſdains to join. 

Chiefly ſhe joys the woodiand wilds to trace, 
To gaze delighted on her infant's face: 

But moſt, the morn and evening ſong to raiſe, 
In grateful ſtrains to her Creator's praiſe; 

Who, when Deſpair had ſeiz'd her coward heart, - 
Gracious advanc'd, and ſav'd the nobler part. 

One day Lothario, from the chace return'd, 
Surpriz'd Albina, and her grief diſcera'd; 
Caught her in all the dignity of woe, 

And ſaw the bitter ſtreams of anguiſh flow. 

Ah, my lov'd lord! !' exclaim'd the weeping fair, 
Vou ſee a wretch unworthy of your care; 

A wretch who thought her ſullen grief to hide, 

And hop'd, ere this, her ſorrows would ſubſide! 

6: Yes, deareſt, beſt of men! Albina ſtrove, | 

Much as ſhe could, to recompenſe thy love; 

8 hide her pain from thy too feeling heart— 

For, ah! ſne knew, thou couldſt not bear to part! 
And griev'd ſhe ſaw thy tenderneſs increaſe, 

While each endearment wounded more her peace !— 
Unhappy ſtate ! where {till affection grows, S 
For the dear object we mult ſhortly loſe ! 
When to the grave Albina ſhall deſcend, 
Let not our little cherub want a friend. 
Alas! my love—bur O it would not be— 
For him I with'd to live—tor him and thee. 
Thy manly heart has fortitude to bear 

The ills of life—and do not thou deſpair ! L 
For me——But OI feel approaching death! 
Receive, my love my life— this lateſt breath !— 
Thanks for thy kindneſs!—O may Heav'n reward 

4 Thy tender love No W- noW— my pray'r is heard !? 
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Sunk in his arms—and gain'd eternal reſt. 
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Then with a ſigh that burſt her tortur'd breaſt, A 


But O what agony Lothario felt, 
As o'er the breathleſs fair he frantick knelt !— 


He ſhriek'd—he rav'd—he ſmote the echoing Lor 


And from his hapleſs head the flowing. ringlets tore ! 
Cloſe by her fide he laid a moment's ſpace, 
Preſs'd her cold hands, and kiſs'd her pallid face: 
| Chaf'd ev'ry limb, each feature anxious trac'd, 
Breath'd on her lips, and then again embrac'd. 
Now furious roſe, rav'd, ſhriek'd, and madly tore ; 
Till nature, quite exhauſted, could no more: 
Then falling headlong by Albina's fide, 


The ftruggling maniack groan'd awhile—and died! 


THE EPITAPH, 


Beneath this ſtone a hapleſs pair, 

In early youth to death conſign'd, 
Together reſt from ev'ry care 

That deeply wounds the feeling mind. 


Albina, like a tender flow'r, 
Nipp'd by the thoughtleſs hand of love, 
Pines for her native root each hour, 
Nor aught of e bliſs can prove.” | 


| Lothario mourns his eager haſte, STEM 
That ſnatch'd too ſoon the precious bloom; ; 
| Diſtracted ſees the cruel waſte, _.. 
And joins her in the darkſome tomb. 


To honour juſt, O gen'rous youth! 7 91 
Wnile now you mourn Aan 8 iy, 
Reſolve on conſtancy and truth, 
Nor, like Lothario, grieve too- tar dae 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
BY MR. POPE. 
DEO OPTe MAX» x 


\AT HER of All! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By ſaint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood ! 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd, 
To know but this, that Thou art good, 
And that myſelf am blind: 


Vet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
| Jo fee the good from ill; 
And binding Nature faſt in Fate, 

Left free the human will. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do: 

This, teach me more than hell to ſhun; j 
That, more than heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away: | 
For God is paid, when man receives; 
I' enjoy, is to obey. 


Vet not to earth's contraſted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound; 
8 Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round: 


— * — — dd. . 
——ʒ—ʒ:ũ — m— — —ę— — —— 
” — —_— —ͤ— a - 
* ” F 
* 


16 


E EAUTIES OF POETRY: 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand, 


Preſume thy bolts to throw; __ 
And deal damnation round the land; 


On each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay : 

If I am wrong, O teach my heart 
To find that better way ! 


Save me altke from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent, 


At aught thy wiſdom has l 


Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 


To hide the fault I fee; 
That mercy I to others ſhew, 
That mercy ſhew to me. 


Mean tho' I am 1 not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath: 
O lead me whereſo'er Igo, 


Tho wht g's ee ies 


This day, be lead 41 peace my lot: " 


All elfe beneath the ſun, 


Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow' d or not, 


And let _ wall be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple i is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies; : 

One chorus let all being raiſe, 1 
All Nature's incenſe riſe! + | 
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THE CAMPAIGN. 
TO RIS ORA THE DUKE or MARLBOROUGH». 


BY MR. ADDISON. | 


— Rheni pacator et Iſtri. ; 
Omnis in hoc uno variis diſcordia ceſſit 
Ocdinibus; lætatur eques, plauditque ſenatot, 
Votaque patricio certant plebeia favori. 3535 
| | . CLAUD. DE LAUD. STILIC., 
Eſſe aliquam in terris gentem quz ſua impenſa, ſuo labore ac periculo bella gerat 
pro libertate aliorum. Nec hoe finitimis, aut propinque vicinitatis hominibus, 
aut terris continenti junctis præſtet. Maria trajiciat: ne quod toto orbe ter- 
rarum injuſtum 3 1 * et _— jus, fas, lex, potentiſſima ſint. 
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"HILE crowds of princes your deſerts proclaim, 
Proud in their number to enrol your name; ; 

| While emperors to you commit their cauſe, 
And Anna's praiſes crown the vaſt applauſe; 

Accept, great Leader! what the Muſe recites, 

That in ambitious verſe attempts your fights. 

Fir'd and tranſported with a theme ſo new, 
Ten thouſand wonders, op'ning to my view, 

Shine forth at once: fieges and ſtorms appear, 

And wars and conqueſts fill th* important year; 
Rivers of blood I ſee, and hills of ſlain, 
An Tliad rifing out of one Campaign. 

The haughty Gaul beheld, with tow'ring pride, 

His ancient bounds enlarg'd on ev'ry fide ; 

Pyrene's lofty barriers were ſubdu d, 

And in the midſt of his wide empire ſtood. 

Auſonia's ſtates, the victor to reſtrain, 

Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain; | 
Nor found themſelves, with ſtrength of rocks immur's, 
Behind their everlaſting hills ſecur d. 
I he riſing Danube it's long race began, 

And half it's courſe thro? the new conqueſts ran. 
8 . ; Amaz'd 
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Amaz'd and anxious for her ſov⸗ reigns fates, 
Germania trembled thro' a hundred ſtates. 
Great Leopold himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear; Eh 
| He gaz'd around, but ſaw no ſuccour near: 
| He gaz'd; and half-abandon'd to deſpair 
| His hopes on Heav'n, and confidence in pray'r. 
To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes; 
| On her reſolves the weſtern world relies: 
| Confiding ſtill, amidſt it's dire alarms, 
In Anna's councils and in Churchill's arms. 
Thrice happy Britain! from the kingdoms rent, 
To ſit the guardian of the continent! 
That ſees her braveſt ſon advanc'd ſo high, 
And flouriſhing ſo near her prince's eye. 
Thy fav'rites grow not up by Fortune's ſport, 
Or from the crimes or follies of a court ; 1 
On the firm baſis of deſert they riſe, 
From ng , faith, and friendſhip's holy ties. 
Their ſov' reign's well-diſtinguiſh'd ſmiles they ſhare, . 
Her ornaments in peace, her ſtrength in war. 
'The nation thanks them with a publick voice; | 
By ſhow'rs of bleſſings, Heav'n approves their choice: 
Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loſt; 
And factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud em moſt. 
Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the iy, 
Britannia's colours in the zephyrs fly: _ 
Her chief already has his march begun, 
_ Crofling the provinces himſelf had won; 
Till the Moſelle, appearing from afar, 55 
Retards the progreſs af the moving war. 
Delightful ſtream! had Nature bid her fall 
In diſtant climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul: 
But now a purchaſe to the ſword ſhe lies; 
Her harveſts for uncertain owners riſe ; ; 
Each vineyard doubtful of it's maſter grows, 
And to the victor's bowl each vintage flows. 
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The diſcontented ſhades of flaughter'd hoſts, 
That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghoſts, 
Hop'd, when they ſaw Britannia's arms appear, 

The vengeance due to their great deaths was near. 
Our godlike leader, ere the ſtream he paſs'd, 

The mighty ſcheme of all his labours caſt; 

Forming the wond'rous year within his thought, 
His boſom glow'd with battles yet unfought. 

The long laborious march he firſt ſurveys, 

And joins the diſtant Danube to the Maeſe ; 
Between whoſe floods ſuch pathleſs foreſts grow, 
Such mountains riſe, ſo many rivers flow: 

The toil looks lovely in the hero's eyes, 

And danger ſerves but to enhance the prize. 

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews | 
His dreadful courſe, and the proud foe purſues. 
Infected by the burning Scorpion's heat, 

The ſultry gales round his chaf'd temples heat; 
Till on the borders of the Mayne he finds 

' Defenſive ſhadows and refreſhing winds, 
Our Britiſh youth, with inborn freedom bold, 
Unnumber'd ſcenes of ſervitude behold ; 

Nations of ſlaves, with tyranny. debas'd, 

(Their Maker's image more than half. defac'd ;) 
Hourly inſtructed, as they urge their toil, 

To prize their queen, and love their native ſoil. 

Still to the riſing ſun they take their way | 
Thro? clouds of duſt, and gain upon the day: 

When now the Neckar, on it's friendly coaſt, 

With cooling ſtreams revives the fainting hoſt; - 

That chearfully his labodrs paſt forgets, 

The midnight watches and the noon-day heats. 

O'er proſtrate towns and palaces they paſs, 
| (Now cover'd o'er-with woods, and hid in graſs) 

Breathing revenge; whilſt anger and diſdain 

Fire ev'ry breaſt, and boil in-ev'ry vein. Y 

re ons | 1 Here 
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Here ſhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far, 
Riſe up in hideous views, the guilt of war; 
Whilſt here the vine o'er hills of ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes. 

At length, the fame of England's hero drew | 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 

Great ſouls by inſtinct to each other turn, 
Demand alliance, and in friendſhip burn: 
A ſudden friendſhip, while with firetch'd-ovt rays 
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze. 
Poliſh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Renown'd for conqueſt, and in council {kill'd; 
Their courage dwells not in a troubl'd flood 
Of mounting ſpirits and fermenting blood: 
Lodg'd in the ſoul, with virtue overgul'd, 
 Inflam'd by reaſon, and by reaſon cool'd ; 
In hours of peace content to be unknown, 
And only in the field of battle ſhown. 
To fouls like theſe, in mutual friendſhip Join'd, a 
Heav'n dares intruſt the cauſe of human-kind. 

Britannia's graceful ſons appear in arms, 
Her haraſs'd troops the hero's preſence warms; 
Whilſt the high hulls and rivers all around, 
With thund”ring peals of Britiſh ſhouts reſound : 
| Doubling their ſpeed, they march with freſh delight, : 
Eager for glory, and require the fight, 
So the ſtaunch hound the trembling deer purſues, 
And ſmells his footſteps in the tainted dews, 
The tedious track unrav'lling by degrees; 

But when the ſcent comes warm in ev'ry breeze, 

Fir'd at the near approach, he ſhoots away 
On his full ſtretch, and bears upon his prey. 

The march concludes, the various realms are paſt, 
Th' immortal Schellemberg appears at laſt; 
Like hills th' aſpiring ramparts riſe on high, 

Like vallies at their feet the trenches lie ; 


# 
Batt'ries 


Whilſt in their wombs ten thouſand thunders ſleep. 
Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious fight, 
His march o'erpaid by ſuch a promis'd fight. 


Thick'ning their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array, 
In vain the cannon their throng'd war defac'd 
Still preſſing forward to the fight, they broke 5 


Thro' flames of ſulphur and a night of ſmoke; 
Till ſlaughter'd legions fill'd the trench below, 


The battle, (kindled into tenfold rage, 
With ſhow'rs of bullets, and with ſtorms of fre) 
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom! 


(O fatal love of fame! O glorious heat 
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Batt'ries on batt'ries guard each fatal paſs, 
Threat'ning deſtruction; rows of hollow braſs, 
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 


The weſtern ſun now ſhot a feeble ray, . 
And faintly ſcatter'd the remains of day: 
Ev'ning approach'd ; but oh ! what hoſts of foes 
Were never to behold that ev'ning cloſe ! 


The cloſe- compacted Britons win their way. 


With tracts of death, and laid the battle waſte. 


And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. 
High on the works the mingling hoſts engage 3 3 


Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire; 

Nations with nations mix'd confus'dly die, 

And loſt, in one promiſcuous carnage lie. 
How many gen'rous Britons meet their doom, 


Th' illuftrious youths, that left their native ſhore 
To march where Britons never march'd before; 


Only deſtructive to the brave and great!) 

After ſuch toils o'ercome, ſuch dangers paſt, 
Stretch'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laſt, | 
But hold, my Muſe ! may no complaints appear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear ; 

While Marlbrs lives Britannia's ſtars penis 

A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence; 

Es Plunging 
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Plunging thro? ſeas of blood his fiery ſteed, 
Where'er his friends retire or foes ſucceed ; 


Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 
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And turns the various fortune of the fighglt. 
Forbear, great man! renown'd in arms! forbear 
To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war; 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes, 
Britannia's ſafety, and the world's repoſe: 
Let nations, anxious for thy life, abate 1 
This ſcorn of danger and contempt of fate. 4 


Thou liv'ſt not for thyſelf ; thy queen demands 


| Conqueſt and peace from thy victorious hands: 


Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 


And Europe's deſtiny depends on thine. 


At length, the long-diſputed paſs they gain, 


| By crouded armies fortify'd in vain. 


The war breaks in; the herce Bavarians Yield, 


And ſee their camp with Britiſh legions fill'd. 


So Belgian mounds bear on their ſhatter'd ſides, 


The ſea's whole weight increas'd with ſwelling tides ; 


But if the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, 
Enrag'd by wat'ry moons and warring winds, 
The trembling peaſant ſees his country round 


' Cover'd with tempeſts, and in oceans drown'd. 


The few ſarviving foes diſpers'd in flight, 
(Refuſe of ſwords, and gleanings of a fight) | 


In ev'ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, 


And Marlbré- s form in ev'ry ſhadow fear; 
Till the dark cope of night, with kind embrace, 
Befriends the rout, and covers their diſgrace. 

To Donavert, with unreſiſted force, 
The gay victorious army bends it's courſe. | 
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields, 2 
Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields, 5 
(The Danube's great increaſe) Britannia ſhares, 
The food of armies and ſupport of wars: A. 
— | With 
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With magazines of death, deſtructive balls, 


And cannon doom'd to batter Landau's walls, 


The victor finds each hidden cavern ftor'd, 
And turns their fury on their guilty lord. 


Deluded prince! how is thy greatneſs croſs'd, 


And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, 


That proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd throne, 


And made imaginary realms thy own! 


Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall ſhortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhine; 
Nor find it there: ſurrounded with alarms, 


Thou hop'ſ th' aſſiſtance of the Gallick arms, 


The Gallick arms in ſafety ſhall advance, 
And croud thy ſtandards with the pow'r of France; Y 
While, to exalt thy doom, th' aſpiring en 


Shares thy deſtruction, and adorns thy fall. 


Unbounded courage and compaſiion join'd, 


Temp'ring each other in the victor's mind, 


Alternately proclaim him good and great, 


And make the hero and the man compleat. 


Long did he ftrive th* obdurate foe to gain 
By proffer'd grace, but long he ſtrove in vain ; 
Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to ſpare 


His rifing wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 
In vengeance rouz'd, the ſoldier fills his hand 
With ſword and fire, and ravages the land ; 


A thouſand villages to aſhes turns, 
In crackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 


To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 


And, mix'd with bellowing herds, confus'dly bleat ; 
Their trembling lords the common ſhade partake, 
And cries of infants ſound in ev'ry brake: 


The lif ning ſoldier fix'd in ſorrow ſtands, 


Loth to obey his leader's juſt commands; 
The leader grieves, by gen'rous pity ſway'd, 


To ſee his juſt commands ſo well obey d. 5 
: But 
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Stretch'd out in deep array and dreadful length, 


States that their new captivity bemoan'd, * 


Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 
And pray'rs in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd ; 


And Anna's ardent vows at length prevaiPd : OY 
The day was come, when Heav'n deſign'd to ſhow 


Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
Vet do their beating breaſts demand the rife, 


No vulgar fears can Britiſh minds controul ; 


But now the trumpet, terrible from far, 
In ſhriller clangors animates the war; 
Confed'rate drums in fuller concert beat, 
And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat. 
Gallia's proud ſtandards, to Bavaria's join'd, 
Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind; 

The daring prince his blaſted hopes renews, 
And while the thick embattled hoſt he views, 


His heart dilates, and glories in his ſtrength. 
The fatal day it's mighty courſe began, 
That the griev'd world had long defir'd in vain. 


Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd, s. 
Europe's loud cries, that Providence aſfſail'd, 


His care and conduct of the world below. 
Behold, in awful march and dread array, 
The long-extended ſquadrons ſhape their way 


An anxious horror to the braveſt hearts : 
And thirſt of glory quells the love of life. 


Heat of revenge, and noble pride of ſoul, 

O'erlook the foe, adyantag'd by his poſt, 

Leſſen his numbers, and contract his hoſt. 

Tho? fens and floods poſſeſs'd the middle ſpace, 

That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paſs; 

Nor fens nor floods can ſtop Britannia's bands, 

When her proud foe rang'd on their borders ſtands. 
But, O! my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou find 

To ſing the furious troops in battle 56, N 


Methinks | 
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Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous found, 

| The victors ſhouts and dying groans confound z 

The dreadful burſt of cannon rend the ſkies, : 

And all the thunder of the battle riſe! 

»Twas then great Marlbr6's mighty ſoul was prov'd— 

That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmoy'd, 

Amidſt confuſion, horror, and def; par, 

Examin'd all the dreadful ſcenes of war: 

In peaceful thought the field of death ſurvey'd ; 

To fainting ſquadrons ſent the timely aid? 

Inſpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage, 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 

So, when an angel, by Divine command, 

With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guilty land, 2 

(Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſs'd)) 

Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaſt; 

And, pleas'd th Almighty' s orders to perform, 

Rides in the whirlwind, and dire&s the ſtorm. 
But ſee! the haughty houſhold troops advance, 

The dread of Europe, and the pride of France: 

The war's whole art each private foldier knows, 

And with a gen'ral's love of conqueſt glows. 

Proudly he marches on; and, void of fear, 

| Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh ſpear. 

Vain inſolence ! with native freedom brave, 

The meaneft Briton ſcorns the higheft ſlave ; 

Contempt and fury fire their ſouls by turns, 

Each nation's glory in each warrior burns; 

Each fights as in his arm th' important day, 

And all the fate of his great monarch, lay: 

A thouſand glorious actions, that might claim 

Triumphant laurels and immortal fame, 

Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie, 

And troops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 

O Dormer! how can I behold thy fate, 

And not the wonders of thy youth relate | ! 
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How can I ſee the gay, the brave, the young, 
' Fall in the cloud of war, and he unſung ! 
; In joys of conqueſt he reſigns his breath; 
And, fill'd with England's glory, ſmiles in death! 
The rout begins; the Gallick ſquadrons run, 
Compell'd in crowds to meet the fate they ſhun ; 
Thouſands of fiery ſteeds, with wounds transfix'd, 
Floating in gore, with their dead maſters mix'd, 
Midſt heaps of ſpears and ſtandards driv'n around, 
Lie in the Danube's bloody whirlpools drown'd. 
Troops of bold youths, borne on the diſtant Soane, 
Or ſounding borders of the rapid Rhone; 
Or where the Siene her flow'ry fields divides, 
Or where the Loire thro' winding vineyards glides, 
In heaps the rolling billows ſweep away, 
And into Scythian ſeas their bloated corſe' convey. 
iF From Blenheim's tow'rs the Gaul, with wild affright, 
8 Beholds the various havock of the fight: 
| His waving banners, that ſo oft had ſtood 
Planted in fields of death and ſtreams of vlogds 
So wont the guarded enemy to reach, 
And riſe triumphant in the fatal breach 4 
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteſt lines; 
The hardy veteran with tears reſigns. 
Unfortunate Tallard !—oh ! who can name 
The pangs of rage, of ſorrow, and of ſhame, 
That with mix'd tumult in thy boſom ſwell' d, 
When firſt thou ſaw'ſt thy braveſt troops repelVd ! 
Thine only ſon pierc'd with a deadly wound, 
Choak'd in his blood, and gaſping on the ground! 
Thyſelf in bondage by the victor kept! S 
The chief, the father, and the captive, wepr. 
An Engliſh Muſe is touch'd with gen'rous woe, 
And in th' unhappy man forgets the foe. 
Greatly diſtreſs'd ! thy loud complaints forbear ; 
Blame not the turns of Fate and chance of war: 
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Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluſh to own 
The fatal field by ſuch great leaders won; 


The fate of Europe turns on it's event! 


What diſtant land, what region, can afford 
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The field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away 
Only the fecond honours of the day. | 
With floods of gore that from the vanquiſh'd fell, 


The marſhes ſtagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 


Mountains of ſlain lie heap'd upon the ground, 


Or midſt the roarings of the Danube drown'd : 
Whole captive hoſts the conqueror detains 
In painful bondage and inglorious chains. 

E'en thoſe who ſcape the fetters and the ſword, 


Nor ſeek the fortunes of a happier lord ; 


Their raging king diſhonours, to compleat 


Malbro's great work, and finiſh the defeat. 
From Memminghen's high domes and Augſburg) 8 walls 


The diſtant battle drives th' inſulting Gauls : 


Freed by the terror of the victor's name, 
The reſcu'd ſtates his great protection claim ; 
Whilſt Ulme th' approach of her deliv'rer waits, 


And longs to open her obſequious gates. 


The hero's breaſt ſtill ſwells with great deſigns ; ; 
In ev'ry thought the tow'ring genius ſhines : 
Tf to the foe his dreadful courſe he bends, 


O'er the wide continent his march extends; 


If ſieges in his lab'ring thoughts are form'd, 


Camps are aſſaulted, and an army ftorm'd ; 


If to the fight his active ſoul is bent, 


An action worthy his victarious ſword ? 


Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 


To make the ſeries of his toils compleat ? 
Where the ſwoln Rhine, ruſhing with all it's force, 
Nivides the hoſtile nations in it's courſe ; | 
While each contracts it's bounds, or wider grows, 
Enlarg'd or ſtraiten d as the river flows; 
2 On 
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On Gallia's fide a mighty bulwark ſtands, 

That all the wide-extended plain commands. 
Twice, ſince the war was kindled, has it try'd 
The victor's rage, and twice has chang'd it's fide: _ 
As oft whole armies, with a prize o' erjoy'd, 

Have the long ſummer on it's walls employ'd. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms dire&s, 

| Hence future triumphs from the war expects; 

And, tho' the Dog · ſtar had it's courſe . 

Carries his arms ſtill nearer to the ſun: 
Fix'd on the glorious action, he forgets 

The change of ſeaſons and increaſe of heats. 
No toils are painful that can danger ſhow, 
No climes unlovely that contain a foe. - 

I be roving Gaul, to his own bounds refirain's, 

Learns to encamp within his native land ; 

ll But ſoon as the victorious hoſt he ſpies, 

1 From hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he fies: 
| Such dire impreſſions on his heart remain 
Of Marlbro's ſword and Hockſtet's fatal plain. 

; In vain Britannia's mighty chief beſets | 

| | Their ſhady coverts and obſcure retreats : 

| = They fly the conqueror's approaching fame, 

| ; That bears the force of armies in his name. 

8 Auſtria's young monarch, whoſe 3 _ 
| Sceptres and thrones are deftin'd to obey ; 

Whoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends, 
'That in the Pagan gods his lineage ends ; 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great ſupporter of his father's throne, - 

What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 

Claſp'd in th* embraces of the godlike man! 
i How were his eyes with pleaſing wonder fix'd, 

To ſee ſuch fire with ſo much fweetneſs mix d; 

Such eaſy greatneſs, ſuch a graceful port, 

So turn'd and finiſh'd for the camp or court 


Þ 
— 
VA 
MF 
- A 
N 3 
* v 
74 2 
* 
7 
4 
x 
_ 
NE, 
Ps 
"0s A 
3 o * 
* 
7 
Ts, 
_ 
rs 
? foes 2 
55 * 
+ 
1 
4008 
3. 
— - 
q 4 3 
* 
ys 2 
4 
1 
* * 
97 3 
— 
8 
of Ip ; 
4 
DS, 
3 
3 
1 » 
1 
1 
3 
9 
3 
yy = 
7 
oo * 1 
=. 
ms 
2 
8 
E 
— 
Ws 
3 85 
— 4 
«EE 
be 
8 2 
* £2 
1 
2 — 
. LET) 
MAC 
Z* EI 
LE. 
* 
2 * 
£ 8 
366 
8 1 
> ve 
4276 
3 
ES 
We 
ate 
bo 
4 * 
2 
3 
8 
2 
8 
. 
25 


n N 2 
N n Js; 
RE 2 LO ES job = 
Eat A 2 1] 9 72 & 5 
: n * mo AW £432) RG IF 
: eee EL o SY 


BRAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry grace, 


And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond place: 


Thus the great father of almighty Rome 


__ (Divinely fluſh'd with an immortal bloom 
That Cytherea's fragrant breath beſtow'd) 
In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 


The royal youth by Marlbrôö's preſence charm'd, 


Taught by his counſels, by his actions warm'd, 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 


Diſcharges all his thunder on it's walls; 


Ober mines and caves of death provokes the fight, 


And learns to conquer in the hero's ſight. 

The Britiſh chief, for mighty toils renown'd, 
Increas'd in titles, and with conqueſts crown'd, 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious march tenews, 


And the long windings of the Rhine purſues ; 
Clearing it's borders from uſurping foes, 
And bleſs'd by reſcu'd nations as he goes. 


Treves fears no more, freed from it's dire alarms, 
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms: 


Seated on rocks, her proud foundations ſhake, | 


While Marlbro preſſes to the bold attack; 
Plants all his batt'ries, bids his cannon roar, 


And ſhows how Landau might have fall'n before. 
Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears 


Vengeance reſerv'd for his declining years; 
Forgets his thirſt of univerſal ſway, 


And ſcarce can teach his ſubjects to obey : 


His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
TY ambitious projects for his race deftroy'd ; 
The works of ages ſunk in one Campaign, 
And lives of millions ſacrific'd in vain. | 
Such are th' effects of Anna's royal cares. 

By her Britannia, great in foreign wars, 
Ranges thro? nations, whereſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Without the wonted aid of ſea and wind: 


29 
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Whilſt in diffuſive ſhow'rs her bounties fall, 
Like Heav'n's indulgence, and deſcend on all; 


| Makeev'ry ſubject glad, and a whole people bleſs'd. 


Cities and countries muſt be taught to ſpeak ; 
And rivers from their oozy beds ariſe ; 


And round the hero caſt a borrow'd blaze: 


%. 


By her th' unfetter'd Iſter's ſtates are free, 
And taſte the ſweets of Engliſh liberty. 

But who can tell the joys of thoſe that lie 
Beneath the conſtant influence of her eye! 


Secure the happy, ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 


Thus would I fain Britannia's wars rehearſe, 
1. the dnvech core off faithful verſe ; 
That, if ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
May tell poſterity the wondrous tale. 

When actions, unadorn'd, are faint and weak, 


Gods may deſcend in factions from the ſes, 
Fiction may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, 
Marlbro's exploits appear divinely bright, 

And proudly ſhine in their own native light ; 


Rais'd of themſelves, their genuine charms they boaſt, 
And thoſe who paint 'em trueſt—-praiſe em moſt, 


THE PASSIONS. 
AN ODE. 
BY MR. COLLINS. - 


HEN Muſick, heavenly maid, was young 3 
While yet in early Greece ſhe ſung ; 
The Paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, 
Throng'd around her magick cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Poſſeſs'd beyond the Muſe's painting: 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Difturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd, 
| Till 
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Till once, tis ſaid, when all were fir'd, 

Fill'd with fury, rapt, inſpir'd, 

From the ſupporting myrtles round, 

They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of ſound: 

And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each (for Madneſs rul'd the hour) 
Would prove his own expreſſive power. 


Firſt, Fear, his hand, it's ſkill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid; 
And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
E'en at the ſound himſelf had made. 


Next, Anger ruſh'd ; his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his ſecret ſtings: 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the firings. 


Wich woeful meaſures, wan Deſpair, 
Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguil'd: 
A ſolemn, ftrange, and mingled air; 
 *Twas ſad by fits, by ſtarts *twas wild. 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, 
And bade the lovely ſcenes at diſtance hail! 
Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo ſtill thro? all the ſong ; 
And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And Hope, enchanted, ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair, 


And longer had ſhe ſung—but, with a frown, 
Revenge impatient roſe : 0 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd ſword in thunder down ; 
— Aud, 
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And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaſt fo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetick ſounds fo full of woe 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling dram with furious heat : 
And tho? ſometimes, each dreary paufe between, 
Dejected Pity, at is fide, > © 
Her ſoul-ſubduing voice applied; _ 
Pee ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
While each ftrain'd ball of ſight ſeem'd burſting from his head. 


Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought were fad; ] 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful fate! 
Of differing themes the veering ſong was mix'd : 
And now it courted Love new, —_ cald on n Hates 


With eyes a as one inſpir'd, 
Pale Melancholy ſat retir'd ; | 
And from her wild ſequeſter'd ſeat, 
In notes, by diſtance made more ſweet, 
Pour'd thro' the mellow horn her penſive ſoul: 
And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels joinkd the ſound; 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſole, 
Or o' er ſome haunted ſtreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, 
Love of peace and lonely muſing, 
In hollow murmurs 1 . 


But O, how alter'd 1 tone! 
When Chearfulneſs, a nymph of healthieft hue, 
| Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, _ 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an inſpiring air, that dale and thicket rung! 
The hunter's call to F, aun and Died known. 55 
The 
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The oak-crown'd Siſters, and their chaſte-ey'd Queen, 
 Satyrs and Sylvan boys were ſeen, 
_ Peeping from forth their alleys green; 
Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 8 
And Sport leap'd up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear. 


Laſt came Joy's extatick trial: 

He with viny crown advancing, 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſs'd; 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk awakening viol, 


| Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beſt. 


They would have thought, who heard the train, 
1 * hey ſaw in Tempe s vale her native maids, 
Amidſt the feſtal ſounding ſhades, 

To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing. 

While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the ſtrings, 

Love, fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantaſtick round, 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound; 
And he, amidſt his frolick play, 

As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thouſand odours from his dewy „ 


O Muſick, 6— maid, 
Friend of pleature® wiſdom's aid, 
Why, Goddeſs, why to us denied ? 
Lay'ſt thou thy ancient lyre afide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 
You learn'd an all- commanding power, 
. Thy mimick ſoul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard, 
Where is thy native, ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? | 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, | 
Warm, energick, chaſte, ſublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording fiſter's page 


E *T1is 
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"Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 
il Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 
| | 95 Than all which charms this laggard age; 
| E'en all at once together found 
Cecilia's mingled world of ſound.— 
O bid our vain endeavours ceaſe ! 
Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece! 
Return in all thy fimple ſtate ! 
Confirm the tales her ſons relate! 
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+BY DR. LANGHORNE. | 


La Raiſon ſcait que c'eſt un onze, 
Mais elle en ſaiſit les douceurs: 

Elle a beſoin de ces fantomes, 

Preſque tous les plaiſirs des hommes | 
Ne ſont que de douces erreurs. |  GRESEST, 
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ELEGY 1. 


\HILD REN of be a are ye fled ? 
Where have ye borne thoſe hope-enliven'd hours, 
That once with myrtle garlands bound my head, 
That once beſtrew'd my. vernal path with flow'rs ? 
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In yon fair vale, where blooms the beechen grove, 

Where winds the {low wave thro' the flow'ry plain, 

To theſe fond arms you led the tyrant Love, 
With Fear, and Hope, and Folly, i in his train. 


My lyre, that, left at careleſs diſtance, hung 
Light on ſome pale branch of the oſier ſhade, 
To lays of am'rous blandiſhment you ſtrung, 
And o'er my ſleep the lulling muſick play'd. === 
« Reſt, 
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« Reft, gentle youth | while on the quiv'ring breeze 
Slides to thine ear this ſoftly breathing ſtrain; 
sounds that move ſmoother than the ſteps of eaſe, 
And 8 oblivion f in the ear of pain. 


© In this fair vale eternal Spring ſhall ſmile, | 
And Time unenvious crown each rofeate hour; 3 
© Eternal joy ſhall ev'ry care beguile, 
Breathe in each gale, and bloom in ev'ry flow'r. 


This filver ſtream, that down it's cryſtal way, 
_ © Frequent has led thy muſing ſteps along, 
Shall, ſtill the ſame, in ſunny mazes play, 
And with it's murmurs melodize thy ſong. 


© Unfading green ſhall theſe fair groves adorn ; 0 


Thoſe living meads immortal flow' rs unfold ; 


In roſy ſmiles ſhall riſe each bluſhing morn, 


And ev'ry evening cloſe in clouds of gold. 


The tender loves that watch thy ſlumb'ring reſt, 


And round thee flow'rs and balmy myrtles ſtrew; 
© Shall charm, thro? all approaching life, thy breaſt, 


With joys for ever pure, for ever new. 


© The genial power that ſpeeds the golden dart, 

Each charm of tender paſſion ſhall inſpire ; 
With fond affection fill the mutual heart, 
« And feed the flame of ever-young Deſire. 


« Come, gentle loves ! your myrtle rarlands bring z 


The ſmiling bow'r with cluſter'd roſes ſpread; 
« Come, gentle airs ! with incenſe-dropping wing. 
© The nn ſweets of vernal odpar ſhed. 


* 
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13 Hark! 
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6 „Hark! as the ſtrains of ſwelling muſick riſe, x: 3 


A* D were they vain, thoſe ſoothing lays ye ſung? 


On each ſoft air though rapt Attention hung, 
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How the notes vibrate on the fav'ring gale ! 1 
Auſpicious glories beam along the ſkies, 
8 And pow rs unſeen, the happy moments hail ! 


© Extatick hours! fo ev ry diſtant day, 
Like this ſerene, on downy wings ſhall move; * 

© Riſe crown'd with joys that triumph o'er decay, 

© The faithful joys of Fancy and of Love.“ 


BLEGY . 


Children of Fancy! yes, your ſong was vain; 
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And Silence liſten'd on the n ** 


The ſtrains yet vibrate on my raviſh'd ear, 


And ſtill to ſmile the mimick beauties ſeem ; 


Though now the viſionary ſcenes appear 


Like the faint traces of a vaniſh'd dream. 


Mirror of life! the glories thus depart 
Of all that Youth and Love and Fancy frame; 
When painful Anguiſh ſpeeds the piercing dart, 
Or Envy blaſts the blooming flow'rs of Fame. 


| Nurſe of wild wiſhes, and of fond defires, 


The propheteſs of Fortune, falſe and vain ; 1 Eu 


To ſcenes where Peace in Ruin's arms expires, 


F allacious Hope deludes her hapleſs train, wy 5 1 


Go, Syren, go—thy charms on others try ; | 
My beaten bark at length has reach'd the ſhore: 
Yet on the rock my dropping garments lie 
Ant let me periſh, if I truſt thee more 
Come, 
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Come, gentle Quiet! long-neglected maid! 

O come, and lead me to thy moſſy cell! 

There unregarded in the peaceful ſhade, 

With calm Repoſe and Silence let me dwell. 

Come, happier hours of ſweet unanxious ref, 
When all the ſtruggling paſſions ſhall ſubſide ; 

When Peace ſhall claſp me to her plumy breaſt, 
And ſmooth my ſilent minutes as they glide. * 


But chief, thou goddeſs of the thoughtleſs eye, 
| Whom never cares or paſſions diſcompoſe, 
O, bleſt Inſenſibility, be nigh, 


And with thy ſoothing hand my weary eyelids cloſe! 


Then ſhall the cares of Love and Glory ceaſe, 
And all the fond anxieties of Fame; 

Alike regardleſs in the arms of Peace, 

If theſe extol, or thoſe debaſe a name. 


In Lyttelton, though all the Muſes praiſe, 
His gen'rous praiſe ſhall then delight no more; 
Nor the ſweet magick of his tender lays, 


Shall touch the boſom which it charm'd before. 


Nor then, tho' Malice, with inſidious guiſe 
Of friendſhip, ope the unſuſpecting breaſt; 

Nor then, tho' Envy broach her blackening lyes, 

Shall theſe deprive me of a e wot, 


O ſtate to be defir'd ! when hoſtile rage 
Prevails in human more than ſavage haunts ; 
When man with man eternal war will wage, 
And never yield that mercy which he wants. 


7 When 
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When dark Deſign invades the chearful hour, 

And draws the heart with ſocial freedom warm, 

It's cares, it's wiſhes, and it's thoughts to pour, 
Smiling inſidious with the hopes of harm. 


Vain man! to others failings ſtill ſevere, 
Vet not one foible in himſelf can find; _ 4 
Another's faults to Folly's eye are clear, : 


But to her own eben Milde ſelf 1s blind 1 


O let me till, from theſe low follies free, 
This ſordid malice, and inglorious ſtrife, 
Myſelf the ſubject of my cenſure be, 


And teach my heart to comment on my life. 


With thee, Philoſophy, {ill let me dwell, 
My tutor'd mind from vulgar meanneſs fave ; 
Bring Peace, bring Quiet to my humble cell, 
And bid them lay the green turf on my grave. 


E L E GY III. 


RIGHT o'er the green hills roſe the morning ray, 
The woodlark's ſong reſounded on the plain; 
Fair Nature felt the warm embrace of day, 
| And ſmiPd thro? all her animated reign. 
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When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy born, 
His head on tufted wild-thyme half reclin' d. 
| Caught the gay colours of the orient morn, 
18 | And thence of life this picture vain deſign'd. 
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[| \_ £0 — to thoughts, to pleaſures more ſublime, 
© Than beings of inferior nature prove! 
To triumph in the golden hours of Time, 
And feel the charms of Fancy and of Love! 


High- 
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" High-favour'd man ! for him unfolding fair 
© In orient light this native landſcape ſmiles ; 


For him ſweet Hope diſarms the hand of Care, 


Exalts his pleaſures, and his grief beguiles. 


| © Blows not a bloſſom on the breaſt of Spring, 

| © Breathes not a gale along the bending mead, 

« Trills not a ſongſter of the ſoaring wing, * 
Zut fragrance, health, and melody, ſucceed. 


0 let me ſtill with ſimple Nature live, 8 
My lowly fie ld- flowers on her altar lay; 
Enjoy the bleſſings that ſhe meant to give, . 


No titled name, no envy-teazing dome, 
No glitt'ring wealth my tutor'd wiſhes crave; 
80 Health and Peace be near my humble home, 
A cool ſtream murmur, and a green tree wave. 


| © So may the ſweet Euterpe not diſdain 

© At Eve's chaſte hour her ſilver lyre to bring; 
The muſe of pity wake her ſoothing ſtrain, 
And tune to ſympathy the trembling firing. 


Thus glide the penſive moments o'er the vale, 

© While floating ſhades of duſky night deſcend : 
Not left untold the lover's tender tale, 

Nor unenjoy'd the heart-enlarging friend. 


To love and friendſhip flow the ſocial bowl! 
© To attick wit and elegance of mind; 

To all the native beauties of the foul, 
The fumple charms of truth, and ſenſe refin'd ! - 


| | r 
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Then to explore whatever ancient ſage, 1 
© Studious, from Nature's early volume drew; 5 
To chaſe fweet Fiction thro” her golden age, : J 
And mark how fair the ſun- flower, Science, blew! J 
fHaply to catch ſome |; park of eaſtern fire, q 
< Heſperian fancy, or Aönian eaſe; 3 
some melting note from Sappho's tender lyre, 3 
2» Some rain that. Love and Phoebus taught to pleaſe. A 
3 When waves the grey light o'er the mountain's head, a 2 
© Then let me meet the morn's firſt beauteous 1 3 

6  Carelefoly wander from my ſylvan ſhed, f 3 
And catch the ſweet breath of the riſing day. : 

© Nor ſeldom, loi ring as 1 muſe along, : 
Mark from what flow'r the breeze it's ſweetneſs bore ; ; E 
Or liſten to the labour-ſoothing ſong ; 4 
Of bees that range the thymy uplands oer. A 
slow let me climb the mountain's airy brow, 5 
© The green height gain'd, in muſeful rapture lie; 1 


Sleep to the murmur of the woods below, 
Or look-on Nature with a lover's eye. 


* 


Delightful hours! O, thus for ever flow! 
© Led by fair Fancy round the varied year: 

So ſhall my breaſt with native raptures glow, 
Nor feel one pang from folly, pride, or fear. 


* 


Firm be my heart to Nature and to Truth, | 
Nor vainly wander from their dictates ſage ; 

* So Joy ſhall triumph on the brows of youth, 
« So Hope ſhal! ſmooth the dreary paths of age. 
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E L E G * IV. | | 1 
4 


H! ye; ye dear, del ading viſions, ſtay ! | 
' Fond hopes, of Innocence and Fancy born! 
For you ll caſt theſe waking thoughts away; 
For one wild dream of life's romantick morn. 


Ab! no: the ſunſhine o'er each object foread | | 
By flatt'ring Hope, the flow'rs that blew ſo fair; 3 

Like the gay gardens of Armida fled, 

And vaniſh'd from the powerful rod of Care. 


So the poor pilgrim, who, i in rapt'rous thought, 

Plans his dear journey to Loretto's ſhrine : = 
Scems on his way by guardian ſeraphs brought; 
Sees aiding angels favour his deſign. 


Ambroſial bloſſoms, ſuch of old as blew 

By thoſe freſh founts on Eden's happy plain, 
And Sharon's roſes all his paſſage ſtrew ! 

So Fancy dreams—but Fancy's dreams are vain, 


| Waſted and weary, on the mountaiu's fide; 
His way unknown, the hapleſs pilgrim lies ; 

Or takes ſome ruthleſs robber for his guide, 
And prone beneath his cruel ſabre dies. 


| Life 8 morning-latidſcipe, gilt with orient light, 
Where Hope, and Joy, and Fancy, hold their reign; 
The grove's green wave, the blue ſtream ſparkling bright, 
The blythe hours dancing round Hyperion's s wan 


In radiant colours Youth's free hand pourtrays, 
Then h6lds the flattering tablet to his eye; 

Nor thinks how ſoon the vernal grove decays; 
Nor ſees the dark cloud gathering o'er the {y: | 
| I F Hence, if 
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Hence Fancy, conquer'd by the dart of Pain, 

And wand'ring far from her Platonick ſhade, 

Mourns o'er the ruins of her tranſient reign, | 
Nor unrepining ſces her viſions fade. 


Their parent baniſli'd, hence her children fly; 


The fairy race that fill'd her feſtive train: 


Joy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her eye, 


And Folly wonders that her dream was vain. 


THE IGNORANCE OF MAN. 
BY THE REV. MR. MERRICK. 
EHOLD yon new-born infant, griev'd 
With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 


That aſks to have the wants reliev'd, 
It knows not to complain. 


- 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs fuppliant « cries, 
And utters, as it can, 
The woes that in it's boſom riſe, 
And ſpeak it's nature man. 


That infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various forrows try, 
(Sad proof of ſin's tranſmiſſive pow? r 5 

That infant, Lord! am J. 


A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Tho' long in years mature; 

Unknowing whence I feel diſtreſs, 

And where, or what it's cure. 


Author 


— N 


Author of Good! to thee J turn: 
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Oh, truly ſaid !—the diſtant landſcape bright, 
Whole vivid colours glitter'd on the eye, 

Is faded now, and ſunk in ſhades of night, 
As on ſome chilly eve the cloſing flow'rets die. 
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Thy ever wakeful eye 


Alone can all my wants diſcern, 


Thy hand alone ſupply. 


O let thy fear within me dwell, 
Thy love my footſteps guide; 


That love ſhall vainer loves expel, 


That fear all fears beſide. 


And O! by Error's force ſubdu'd, 
Since oft my ſtubborn will, 

Prepoſt'rous, ſnuns the latent good, 
And graſps the ſpecious ill; 


Not to my wiſh, but to my want, 


Do thou thy gifts apply: 
Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt grant; 
What ill, tho? aſk'd, deny. 


AN ELEGIACK EPISTLE 
TO A FRIEND. | 
BY MR, GAY 


RIEND of my youth, ſhedd' ſt thou the pitying tear 
O'er the ſad reliques of my happier 55 ? 


Of nature tender, as of ſoul ſincere, 
Pour'ſt thou for me the melancholy lays ? 


* Written when he laboured under a dejection of ſpirits. 
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Yet had I hop'd, when firſt, in happier times, 
I trod the magick paths where Fancy led, 
The Muſe to foſter in more friendly climes, 
Where never Mis'ry rear'd it's hated head. 


How vain the thought ! hope after hope expires | 

Friend after friend, joy after joy, 1s loſt ! | 
My deareſt wiſhes feed the fun'ral fires, | 
And ah is purchas'd at too dear a coſt ! 


Yet, could my heart the ſelfiſh comfort know, 
That not alone I murmur and complain, 
Well might I find companions in my woe; 
All born to ite 8 of Pain! 


F all well I know, i in life's uncertain road, 
The thorns of mis'ry are profuſely ſown} 
Fuil well I know, in this low vile abode, 
Beneath tae chaſt'ning rod what numbers groan. 


Born to a happier ſtate, how many pine 

Beneath th' oppreſſor's pow'r—or feel the ſmart 
Of bitter want —or foreign evils join 

To the ſad ſymptoms of a broken heart! 
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How many, fated from their birth to view 
Misfortunes growing with their rip'ning years, 

The ſame ſad track, thro' various ſcenes, purſue, 
Still 3 Jjourneywny onward thro? a vale of tears, 
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To them, alas ! what boots the light of heav? n, 
While ſtill new mis'ries mark their deſtin'd way 3 ; 
Whether to their unhappy lot be giv'n 
Death's long ſad night, or life s ſhort buſy ay g 
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Me not ſuch themes delight I more rejoice, 


When chance ſome happier, better change [ ſee; 


Tho? no ſuch change await my luckleſs choice, 
And mountains rife between my hopes and me. 


For why ſhould he who roves the dreary waſte, 

Still joy on ev'ry fide to view the gloom? 

Or, when upon the couch of ſickneſs plac'd, _ 
Well pleas'd ſurvey a hapleſs neighbour's tomb? 


If eber a gleam of comfort glads my ſoul, 


If e'er my brow to wonted ſmiles unbends; 


*Tis when the fleeting minutes, as they roll, 
Can add one gleam of pleaſure to my friends ! 


Een in theſe ſhades, the laſt retreat of grief, 
| Some tranſient bleſſings will that thought beſtow ; 
To Melancholy's ſelf yield ſome relief, 

And eaſe the breaſt ſurcharg'd with mortal woe. 


Long has my bark in rudeſt tempeſt toſs'd, 


Buffetted ſeas, and ſtemm'd life's hoſtile wave; 


| Suffice it now, in all my wiſhes croſs'd, 


To ſeek a peaceful harbour in the grave. 


And when that hour ſhall come, (as come it muſt, 


Ere many moons their waning horns increaſe !) 
When this frail frame ſhall mix with kindred duſt, 
And all it's fond purſuits and troubles ceaſe; 


'When thoſe black gates that ever open ſtand, 


Receive me on th” irremeable ſhore ; 


When life's frail glaſs has run it's lateſt ſand, 


And the dull jeſt, repeated, charms no more: 
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Then may my friend weep o'er the fun'ral hearſe; 
Then may his preſence gild the awful gloom ; 

And his laſt tribute be ſome mournful verſe, 
To mark the ſpot that holds my filent tomb! 


This, and no more—the reſt let Heav'n provide: 
To which, reſign'd, I truſt my weal or woe; 
Aſſur'd, howe'er it's juſtice ſhall decide, 
To d nought worſe than I have left below. 
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ODE TO MEL ANCHOLY. 
BY ICE ' OGILVIE. 


5 ] 1 AL. 2 of thought ſublime ! propitious Pow'r, 
| Who o'er th unbounded waſte art joy'd to roam; 
Led by the Moon, when at the midnight hour 


Fer pale rays tremble thro? the duſky gloom. : 


O bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat ! 
Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 

Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep retreat, 
Or wand'ring wild thro' Chili's boundleſs ſhade. 


Say, rove thy ſteps o'er Libia's naked waſte? 
Or ſeek ſome diſtant ſolitary ſhore ? 

Or on the Andes? topmoſt mountain plac'd, 
Do'ſt fit and hear the ſolemn thunder roar? 


Fix'd on ſome hanging rock's projected brow, 
Hear'ſt thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome? 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejected Woe | 
Pours her long wail from ſome lamented tomb? 
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Hark! yon deep echo ſtrikes the trembling ear ! 
See Night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole! 
O'er heav'n's blue arch yon rolling worlds appear, 
And rouze to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul. 


O lead my ſteps beneath the moon's dim ray, 

Where Tadmor ſtands all deſart and alone! 

While from her time-ſhook tow'rs, the bird of prey 
Sounds thro” the night her long-reſounding moan : 


Or bear me far to yon bleak diſmal plain, 
Where iell-ey'd tygers, all athirſt for blood, 

How! to the deſart—while the horrid train 
Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel ſtood: 


That queen of nations! whoſe ee call 
| Rouz'd the broad eaſt, and bid her arms deſtroy ! 
When warm'd to mirth—let Judgment mark her fall, 
And deep Refiefion daſh the lip of Joy. 


Short is Ambition's gay, deceitful dream; 
Though wreaths of blooming laurel bind her brow, 
4 Calm Thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 
5 And Time's cold breath diſſolves the with'ring bough, 


Slow as ſome miner ſaps th' aſpiring tow'r, 

When working ſecret with deſtructive aim: 
Unſeen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, : 
But works the fall epi pomp, and name. 


Then let thy pencil mark the traits ef man; 
Full in the draught be keen-ey'd Hope pourtray d: 
Let flutt'ring Cupids croud the growing plan; 
Then give one touch, and daſh it deep with fade: _, 


Beneath 
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Beneath the plume that flames with glancing rays, 
= Be Care's deep engines on the ſoul impreis'd ; 
E-: Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze, 

Let Grief fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 
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Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 9 
Wich Beauty pierc'd yet heedleſs of the dart: | 3 

While cloſely couch'd, pale ſick'ning Envy near, | 
 Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart. 


Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, : 
Let Guilt revolve the thought-diſtracting ſin; 
 Scar'd—while her eyes ſurvey th” etherial blue, 
Leſt heav'n's ſtrong lightning burſt the dark within. 


Ree — —— — — 


| | Then paint—impending o'er the madd'ning deep 

* That rock, where heart-ſtruck Sappho, vainly brave, 
| | Stood firm of ſoul—then from the dizzy ſteep e 

ix Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave. 


Here, rapt in ſtudious thought, let Fancy rove; 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare ; 
To ſee where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 
Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care; 


Should e'er Ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 
Let judging Reaſon draw the veil aſide ; 

Or fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, *1 
Read o'er the monument that tells—He dy'd! 


What are the enſigns of imperial {way ? | 
85 : What all that Fortune's lib*ral hand has brought! ? 
Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay? 
Or rouze the ſoul to more exalted thought? , 


When 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms unknown 4 


When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier : 


Not wealth, but Pity, ſwells the burſting groan); 


Not pow'r, but whiſpering Nature, prompts the tear, 


Say, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy yault, 
Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow; 

Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 
Why fleeps unmov'd the breathleſs duſt below? 


Sleeps it more ſweetly than the ſimple ſwain, 
Beneath ſome moſly turf that reſts his head; 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 
And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead 


. - 


The lily, ſcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpring ; 
But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 


And ſcents the zephyrs balmy breathing wing. 


The buſts of grandeur, and the pomp of pow'r, 
Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide ? 
Can theſe avail, in that tremendous hour, 


When Death's cold hand congeals the purple tide? 


Ah, no!—the mighty names are heard no more: 


Pride's thought ſublime, and Beauty's kindling bloom, 2 


Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 


And fwell with pompous verſe the ſcutcheon'd tomb. 


For me may Paſſion ne'er my ſoul invade, 
Nor be the whims of tow'ring Frenzy giv'n; 


Let Wealth ne' er court me from the peaceful made, 


Where Coritemplation wings the ſoul to heav'n! 
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O guard me ſafe from Joy's enticing ſnare, 
With each extreme that Pleaſure tries to Hide; 
The poiſon'd breath of flow-conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride! 


But oft, when miduight's ſadly ſolemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſky-topp'd tower; 


Calm let me fit in Proſper's lonely cell *, 
Or walk with Milton thro” the dark obſcure. 


Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 'Y 
May ſome fad friend recal the former years; | 9 
Then, ſtretch'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, 3 
Pour the warm guſh of ſympathetick tears. 


N 83 


OR, THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 


BY DEAN SWIFT. 


F % ESPONDING Phillis was endu'd 
| With ev'ry talent of a prude: 

She trembled when a man drew near; 
Salute her, and ſhe turn'd her ear. 

If o'er againſt her you were plac'd, 

She durſt not look above your wail: 
She'd rather take you to her bed, 

Than let you ſee her dreſs her head. 

In church you hear her, thro? the crowd, 
Repeat the Abſolution loud: ; 
In church, ſecure behind her fan, 

She durſt behold that monſter, man. 


* See Shakeſpeare's Tempeſt, 


T here 
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There practisꝰd how to place her head, 
And bite her lips to make them red; 
Or on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
Would lift her eyes up to the cieling, 
And heave her boſom unaware, | 
For neighb'ring beaus to ſee it bare. 
At length, a lucky lover came, 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppoſe all parties now agfeed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd, 
The vicar and the ring beſpoke ; 
Gueſs, how could ſuch a match be broke? 
Sec then, what mortals place their bliſs in ! 
Next morn betimes, the bride was milling. 
The mother ſcream'd, the father chid; 
Where can this idle wench be hid? 
No news of Phil! The bridegroom came, 
And thought his bride had ſculk'd for ſhame; 
Becauſe her father us'd to ſay, 
The girl had ſuch a baſhful way. 
Now John the butler muſt be ſent 
To learn the road that Phillis went : 
The groom was wiſh'd to ſaddle Crop, 
For John muſt neither light nor ſtop; 
But find her, whereſoe'er ſhe fled, 
And bring her back, alive or dead. 
See here again, the devil to do! 
For truly John was miſſing too; 
The horſe and pillion both were gone 
Phillis, it ſeems, was fled with John! 
Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phil had left behind, | 
A letter on the toilette ſees, 
« 'To my much honour'd father—theſe,” 
(* Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows) 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Fill'd with the choiceſt common-places, 
By others us'd in the like caſes: 
«© 'That long ago a fortune-teller 
ExaQly ſaid what now befel her, 
And in a glaſs had made her ſee 
A ſerving-man of low degree. 
It was her fate, muſt be forgiv'n, 


For marriages were. made in heav'n. 


His pardon begg'd; but, to be plain, 


She'd do't, it *twere to do again: 


Thank'd God 'twas neither ſhame nor ſin, 
For John was come of honeſt kin. | 
Love never thinks of rich and poor; 
She'd beg with John from door to door. 
Forgive her, if it be a crime; 
She'll never do't another time: 
She ne'er before, in all her life, 
Once diſobey'd him, maid nor wife.“ 
One argument the ſumm'd up all in; 
e thing was done, and paſt recalling ; 
And therefore hop'd ſhe ſhould recover 
His favour, when his paſſion's over: 
She valu'd not what others thought her, 
And was—his moſt obedient daughter.” 
Fair maidens all, attend the Mule, 
Who now the wand'ring pair purſues ! 
Away they rode in homely ſort, 
Their journey long, their money ſhort. 


The loving couple well bemir'd, 
The horſe and both the riders tir'd; 


Their victuals bad, their lodging worſe; 
Phil cry'd, and John began to curſe : | 
Phil wiſh'd that ſhe had ſtrain'd a limb, 
When firſt ſhe ventur'd out with him ; 
John wiſh'd that he had broke a leg, 
When firſt for her he quitted Peg. 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


But what adventures more befel 'em, 
The Muſe hath now no time to tell 'em: 
How Johnny wheedled, threaten'd, fawn'd, 
Till Phillis all her trinkets pawn'd; 
How oft ſhe broke her marriage-vows, 
In kindneſs, to maintain her ſpouſe, 
Till ſwains unwholſome ſpoil'd the trade; 
For now the ſurgeons mult be paid, | 
_ To whom thoſe perquiſites are gone, 
In Chriſtian juſtice due to John. 
When food and raiment now grew ſcarce, 
Fate put a period to the farce; OS 
And with exact poetick juſtice— _ 
For John is landlord, Phillis hoſteſs : 
They keep at Staines the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 


E 6. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 


E. 


WHEN THE RIGHTS OF SEPUL TURE WERE $0 FREQUENTI.Y VIOLATED. 


| BY W. SHENSTONE, ESQ. 


CAY, gentle Sleep ! that lov'ſt the gloom of night ; 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician ! ſay, 
Whence my late viſion thus endures the light, ; 

Thus haunts my fancy thro? the glare of day. 


The ſilent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 
And anxious care reſign'd my limbs to reſt ; 
A ſudden luſtre truck my wond'ring eyes, 
And Silvia ſtood before my couch confeſs'd. 


Ah! not the nymph, ſo blooming and ſo gay, 
That led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade ; 

But ſhe that, in the morning of her day, 

Entomb'd beneath the graſs-green ſod was laid. 
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No more her eyes their stel radiance caſt; 4 
No more her breaſt inſpir'd the lover's flame; 15 4 
No more her cheek the Pæſtan roſe ſurpaſs'd; 8 * 
Yet ſeem'd her oy s ethereal ſmile the ſame. | 


Nor ſuch her hair, as deck'd her living face; : 

Nor ſuch her voice, as charm'd the lining crowd; 
Nor ſuch her dreſs, as heighten'd ev'ry grace; 
Alas! all vaniſh'd for the mournful ſhroud ! 


Vet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal charm the ſame; 
That dear diſtinction ev'ry doubt remov'd.: 
Periſh the lover, whoſe imperfe& flame 


Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'd ! 


— 


Damon,* me ſaid, mine hour allotted flies 
Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 
Tho? griev'd to ſee thy Silvia's pale diſguiſe; 
« Suſpend thy ſorrow, and attentive hear. 


wo 


A 


A 


So may thy Muſe with virtuous fame be ble{s'd ! 
4 So be thy love with mutual love repaid |! 

So may thy bones in ſacred ſilence ret 

« Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! 


N 


= 


Thou know'ſt how, ling'ring on a diſtant ſhore, 
* Diſeaſe invidious nipp'd my flow'ry prime; 
And, oh! what pangs my tender boſom tore, . 

© To think I ne 'er muſt view my native clime ! 


-':V 


K 


No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head, 
Do dear companion wept to ſee me die: 

Aa „Lodge me within my native ſoil,” I ſaid, 

«© There my fond parents honour'd reliques lie. 
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Could Damon's foot the pious path decline? 


"BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


c Tho? now debarr'd of each domeſtick tear, 
«© Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 
6 There many a friend ſhall grace my woeful bier, 
« And many a figh ſhall rife, and tear ſhall flow.” 


A 


I ſpoke; nor Fate forebore his trembling ſpoil ; 
Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid; 

And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoil, 
© Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 


* 


* 


»Twas then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, 
© Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy Silvia's bier; 
"Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove, 
And ſtrew'd the fragrance of the youthful year. 


A. 


. 


But why, alas! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 


A 


Ah, no! *twas Damon firſt attun'd his lay, 
© And ſure no ſonnet was ſo dear as thine ! 


* 


Thus was I boſom'd in the peaceful grave, 

My placid ghoſt no longer wept it's doom; 
When ſavage robbers ev'ry ſanction brave, | 
© And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb! 


- 


Shall my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey'd, 
© Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands ? 

Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 

« Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


* 


La) 


Say, would thy breaſt no death-like torture feel, 
o ſee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 

To ſee them gaſh'd beneath the daring Reel ? 
To crowds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey? 


* 


. 


56 
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«© If Pæan's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 


- 


2 


aA 


* 


0 


* 


If Health's fair ſcience be by theſe refin'd; 
Let guilty convicts for their uſe expire, 
« And let their breathleſs corſe avail mankind, 


Yet hard it t ws; when Guile s laſt fine is paid, 
Jo ſee the victim's corſe deny*d repole ; 


Now, more ſevere, the poor offenceleſs maid 


Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 


Where is the faith of ancient Pagans fled? 


Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim , 


Nature, inſtinctive, cries, „Protect the dead; 
« And ſacred be their aſhes and their fame!“ 


Ariſe, dear youth! e'en now the danger calls; 
« F'en now the villain ſnuffs his wonted prey: 
See! ſee! I lead thee to yon ſacred walls— — 
Oh, fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away!“ 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT 
IN A THUNDER STORM. 
BY MISS CARTER: 


ET ona Guilt, with pallid F ear, 
To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 


And juſtly dread the vengeful Fate 
That thunders through the {ky; 


Protected by that Hand, whoſe law 
The threat'ning ftorms obey, 
Intrepid Virtue {miles ſecure, 
As in the blaze of day. 


In 
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In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom, 


The lightning's lurid glare; a 
It views the ſame all-gracious Power 
That breathes the vernal air. 


Thro' Nature's ever-varying ſcene, 
By different ways purſu'd, 

The one eternal end of Heaven 
Is univerſal good. 


* 


With like beneficent effect 


O'er-flaming æther glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the roſe, 


By Reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears 
That vulgar minds moleſt; 

Let no fantaſtick terrors break 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of Providence defend; 
And delegated angels round 
Their e wings extend 1 


| When, thro? creation's vaſt expanſe, 
The laſt dread thunders roll, 

9 the concord of the ſpheres, 
And . * riſing ſoul; 


. may ſt ho the final lorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 


That uſhers in the glad ſerene 


Of everlaſting day! 


== SOLOMON, 
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SOLOMON, 
ON THE VANITY OF THE WORLD. 
i rant Son, 
BD MATTHEW PRIOR. 
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Siguis Deus mihi largiatur, ut ex hac ætate tepwerafeam, et in cunis vagiamy 
valde recuſem. 55 | ' CIC, DE SENECT. 


The bewailing of man's miſeries hath been elegantly and copiouſly ſet forth by 
many, in the writings as well of philoſophers as divines, and it is both à 
e and a profitable contemplation. 


LORD BACON'S ADVANCEMENT or LEARNING. | 


BO OE I. 


K NOW IL E DGE. 


* 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Solomon, ſeeking happineſs from knowledge, convenes the learned men of his 

kingdom; requires them to explain to him the various operations and effects 
of Nature; diſcourſes of vegetables, animals, and man; propoſes ſome 
queſtions concerning the origin and ſituation of the habitable earth; pro- 
ceeds to examine the ſyſtem of the viſible heaven ; doubts if there may not 
be a plurality of worlds; inquires into the nature of ſpirits and angels; and 
wiſhes to be more fully informed as to the attributes of the Supreme Being. 
He is imperfectly anſwered by the Rabbins and Doctors; blames his own 

_ Curioſity 3 and concludes that, as to human ſcience, ALL Is VANITY» 


E ſons of men, with juſt regard attend; 
Obſerve the Preacher, and believe the friend: 

| Whoſe ſerious Muſe inſpires him to explain, WIE 

That all we act, and all we think, is vain! 

That, in this pilgrimage of feventy years, 

O'er rocks of perils, and thro? vales of tears, 

Deſtin'd to march, our doubtful ſteps we tend, 

* Tird with the toil, yet fearful of it's end: 
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That from the womb we take our fatal ſhares 


Of follies, paſſions, labours, tumults, cares; 
And at approach of death ſhall only know 

The truths which from theſe penſive numbers flow, 
That we purſue falſe joy, and ſuffer real woe. 
Happineſs ! object of thay waking dream 
Which we call life, miſtaking ; fugitive theme 


Of my purſuing verſe ; ideal ſhade ; 


Notional good; by fancy only made, 
And by tradition nurs'd ; fallacious fire, 


| Whoſe dancing beams miſlead our fond deſire; 


Cauſe of our care, and error of our mind; 


Oh! hadſt thou ever been by Heav'n deſign'd 
To Adam, and his mortal race, the boon 
Entire had been reſerv'd for Solomon; 

On me the partial lot had been beſtow'd, 


And in my cup the golden draught had flow'd. 
But, O! ere yet orig'nal man was made, 
Ere the foundations of this earth were laid, 


It was, opponent to our ſearch, ordain'd | 
That joy, ftill ſought, ſhould never be attain 4: 


This ſad experience cites me to reveal; 
And what I dictate is from what I feel. 

Born, as I was, great David's fav'rite ſon, 
Dear to my people on the Hebrew throne ; 


Sublime my court, with Ophir's treaſures bleſs'd, 


My name extended to the fartheſt eaſt; 
My body cloth'd with ev'ry outward grace, 


Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face; 


My ſhining thought with fruitful notions crown'd, 


Quick my invention, and my judgment ſound 


« Ariſe,” I commun'd with myſelf, * ariſe ! 
Think, to be happy; to be great, be wiſe: 


Content of ſpirit muſt from ſcience flow, 


For *'tis a godlike attribute—to know.” 
nh, H2 5 | I faid, 
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I faid, and ſent my edi& thro” the land: © 2 
Around my throne the letter'd Rabbins ſtand ; 2 . 
Hiſtorick leaves revolve, long volumes ſpread, OR. 
The old diſcourſing as the younger read; 5 
Attent I heard, propos'd my doubts, and ſaid owes 
© The vegetable world, each plant and tree, | 
It's ſeed, it's name, it's nature, it's W 43 
I am allow'd, as Fame reports, to kiow; _ —_ 
From the fair cedar on the craggy brow _ 1 4 


Of Lebanon nodding ſupremely tall, 


© To creeping moſs, and hyſſop on the wall : 
© Yet, juſt and conſcious to myſelf, I find 
A thouſand doubts oppoſe the ſearching mind. 
II know not why the beech delights the glade, + 
With boughs extended and a rounder ſhade; 
* Whilſt tow'ring firFin conick forms ariſe, 
And with a pointed ſpear divide the ſkies : 
© Nor why, again, the changing oak ſhould ſhed 
The yearly honour of his ſtately head; 
Whilſt the diſtinguiſh'd yew is ever ſeen, 
Unchang'd his branch, and permament his green. 
Wanting the ſun why does the caltha fade ? 
Why does the cypreſs flouriſh in the ſhade ? 
The fig and date, why love they to remain ED 
In middle ſtation, and an even plain; 
While in the lower marſh the gourd is found, 
And while the hill with olive-ſhade is ee 
Why does one climate and one ſoil endue ; | 


a M W K 6 


A 


= 


The bluſhing. poppy. with a crimſon hue, 
Yet leave the lily pale, and tinge the violet blue? 
Why does the fond carnation love to ſhoot 
A various colour from one parent root; 
While the fantaſtick tulip ſtrives to break 
In two-fold beauty and a parted ſtrea? 
The twining jaſmine, and the bluſhing roſe, 
With laviſh grace their morning ſcents diſcloſe ; 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
The ſmelling tub'roſe and jonquil declare, 


The ſtronger impulſe of an evening air. 
Whence has the tree (reſolve me) or the flow'r, 
A various inſfinct or a diff rent power? 
Why ſhould one earth, one clime, one ſtream, one breath, 
Raiſe this to ſtrength, and ſicken that to death? 
© Whence does it happen, that the plant which well 
We name the ſenſitive, ſhould move and feel? 
Whence know her leaves to anſwer her command, 


And with quick horror fly the neighb'ring hand? 


* Along the ſunny bank or wat'ry mead, 

Ten thouſand ſtalks their various bloſſoms ſpread ; 
Peaceful and lowly, in their native foll, 9 65 ö 
They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil: 
Vet with confeſs'd magnificence deride 

Our vile attire, and impotence of pride. 

The cowllip {ſmiles in brighter yellow dreſs'd, 

Than that which veils the nubile virgin's breaſt ; 

A fairer red ſtands bluſhing in the roſe, 

Than that which on the bridegroom's veſtment flows. 
Take but the humbleſt lily of the feld; _ 
And, if our pride will to our reaſon yield, 

It muſt, by ſure compariſon, be ſhown, 

That, on the regal ſeat, great David's ſon, 

Array'd in all his robes and types of pow'r, 

Shines with leſs glory than that ſimple flow'r. 


© Of fiſhes next, my friends, I would inquire: 


How the mute race engender, or reſpire; 

From the ſmall fry that glide on Jordan's ſtream 

Unmark'd, a multitude without a name; 

To that Leviathan, who o'er the ſeas 

Immenſe rolls onward his impetuous ways, 

And mocks the wind, and in the tempeſt plays? 

How they in warlike bands march greatly forth, 

From freezing waters and the colder north, : 
| | o 
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To chuſe their proper bed, and wave, and food; 
* To guard their ſpawn, and educate their brood ? 


Whence ſhe avoids the ſlimy marſh, and knows 
The fertile hills, where ſweeter herbage grows, 
And honey-making flow'rs their op'ning buds diſcloſe ? 
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To ſouthern climes direQing their career, 


Their ſtation changing with th' inverted year? 
How all with caretul knowledge are endu'd, 


* Of birds, how each, according to her kind, 


Proper materials for her neſt can find, | 
And build a frame which deepeſt thought in man 


Would or amend, or imitate, in vain ? 
How in ſmall flights they know to try their young, 


And teach the callow child her parent's ſong ? 


Why theſe frequent the plain, and thoſe the wood ? 
Why ev'ry land has her ſpecifick brood ? 

Where the tall crane or winding ſwallow goes, 
Fearful of gathering winds, and falling ſnows : 


If into rocks or hollow trees they creep, 
In temporary death confin'd to ſleep ; 


Or, conſcious of the coming evil, fly 
To milder regions, and a ſouthern {ky ? 
© Of beaſts and creeping inſe&s ſhall we trace 


The wondrous nature and the various race; 


Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe, 


Of us what they, or what of them we know? 


Tell me, ye ſtudious! who pretend to ſee 
Far into Nature's boſom, whence the bee 
Was firſt inform'd her vent'rous flight to ſteer 
Thro? tractleſs paths, and an abyſs of air? 


How, from the thicken'd miſt and ſetting ſun, 

Finds ſhe the labour of her day is done ? 

Who taught her againſt winds and rains to ftrive, 

To bring her burden to the certain hive ; 

And thro? the liquid fields again to paſs, 

Duteous, and hark*ning to the ſounding braſs ? 1 
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And, O thou ſluggard ! tell me why the ant, 
© Midſt ſummer's plenty thinks of winter's want; 


By conſtant journies careful to prepare 


Her ſtores; and, bringing home the corny ear, 

© By what inſtruction does ſhe bite the grain, 

* Left, hid in earth, and taking root again, 

© It might elude the foreſight of her care? 

© DiſtinR, in eicher inſect's deeds, appear 

The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and fear. 
Fix thy corporeal and internal eye 

On the young gnat, or new-engender'd fly; 

© Or the vile worm, that yeſterday began 

To crawl; thy fellow-creatures, abje& man! 

«© Like thee they breathe, they move, they taſte, they ſee; 
They ſhow their paſſions, by their acts, like thee: 
* Darting their ſtings, they previouſly declare 

© Deſign'd revenge, and fierce intent of war. 

* Laying their eggs, they evidently prove 


© The genial pow'r and full effect of love. . 


Each, then, has organs to digeſt his food; 

One to beget, and one receive the brood; 

Has limbs and ſinews, blood, and heart, and brain, 
Life and her proper functions to ſuſtain, 

Tho' the whole fabrick ſmaller than a grain! 
What more can our penurious reaſon grant 

To the large whale or caſtled elephant ? 

To thoſe enormous terrbrs of the Nile, 

The creſted ſnake, and long-tail'd crocodile; 
Than that all differ but in ſhape and name, 

Each deſtin'd to a leſs or larger frame? 

For potent Nature loves a various act, 

Prone to enlarge, or ſtudious to contract; 

Now forms her work too ſmall, now too immenſe, 
And ſcorns the meaſures of our feeble ſenſe. 

The object, ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 
Denies it's real i image to the eye; 3 
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© Too little, it eludes the Jules ſight, 
Becomes mix'd blackneſs or unparted light: 
© Water and air the varied form confound ; 
* The ſtraight looks crooked, and the ſquare grows round, 
Thus, while with fruitleſs hope and weary pain, 
We ſeek great Nature's power, but ſeek in vain, 
© Safe ſits the goddeſs i in her dark retreat; 
Around her myriads of ideas wait, | 
And endleſs ſhapes, which the myſterious queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or retain, 
As from our loft purſuit ſhe wills to hide 
« Her cloſe decrees, and chaſten human pride. 
© Untam'd and fierce the tiger ſtill remains, 
He tires his life in bitmg on his chains; 
« For the kind gifts of water and of food 
< Ungrateful, and returning ill for good, 
He ſeeks his keeper's fleſh, and thirſts his blood: 
© While the ſtrong camel, and the gen'rous horſe, 
© Reftrain'd and aw'd by man's inferior force, 
Do to the rider's will their rage ſubmit, 
© And anſwer to the ſpur, and own the bit; 
Stretch their glad mouths to meet the feeder's hand, 
© Pleas'd with his weight, and proud of his command. 
- © Again—the lonely fox roams far abroad, 
On ſecret rapine bent and midnight fraud; 
Now haunts the cliff, now traverſes the lawn, 
And flies the hated neighbourhood of man: 
While the kind ſpaniel, and the faithful hound, 
(Likeſt that fox in ſhape and ſpecies found) _ 
« Refuſes thro? theſe cliffs and lawns to roam, 
uf Purſues the noted path, and covets home; 
Does with kind'j joy domeſtick faces meet, 
Takes what the glutted child denies to eat, 
And dying, licks his long-lov'd maſter's feet. 
© By what immediate cauſe they are inclin'd, 
In many acts, *tis hard, Fown, to find. 
ooT * EE. © Ifce 
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c 4 ſee in bikers, or I think I ſee, 

© That ſtrict their principles and ours agree. 
Evil, like us, they ſhun, and covet good, 

© Abhor the poiſon, and receive the food. 

© Like us they love or hate; like us they know 

© To joy the friend, or grapple with the foe: 
With ſeeming thought their action they intend, 
And uſe the means proportion'd to the end. 
Then vainly the philoſopher avers 

© That Reaſon guides our deed, and Inftin& theirs. 
How can we juſtly diffrent cauſes frame, 
When the effects entirely are the ſame ? 
Inſtinct and Reaſon how can we divide? 

Tis the fool's ignorance, and the pedant's pride. 


With the ſame folly, ſure, man vaunts his ſway, 


© If the brute beaſt refuſes to obey. 
For, tell me, when the empty boaſter's word 
_ © Proclaims himſelf the univerſal lord, : 

1 Does he not tremble leſt the lion's paw 

© Should join his plea againſt the fancy'd law ? 
© Would not the learned coward leave the chair, 
© If 1n the ſchools or porches ſhould appear | 
© The fierce hyæna or the foaming bear ? 

The combatant too late the field declines, 
© When now the {word is girded to his loins. 


When the ſwift veſſel flies before the wind, 
Too late the ſailor views the land behind; . 


© And 'tis too late now back again to bring 
„Inquiry, rais'd and tow'ring on the wing; 
Forward ſhe ſtrives, averſe to be witheld 
From nobler objects and a larger feld. 

© Conſider with me this ætherial ſpace, 
.© Yielding to earth and ſea the middle place: 
« Anxious, I aſk ye how the penſile ball 
c Should never ſtrive to riſe, nor never fear to fall? 
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When I reflect how the revolving ſo = 
« Does round our globe his crooked journies run, 
© I doubt of many lands, if they contain 
Or herd of beaſt or colony of man: 
If any nation paſs their deſtin'd days 
© Beneath the neighb'ring ſun's directer rays; 
If any ſuffer on the polar coaſt, 
The rage of Arctos and eternal froſt. 
May not the pleaſure of Omnipotence, 
To each of theſe ſome ſecret good diſpenſe ? 
«© Thoſe who amidf the torrid regions live, 
* May they not gales unknown to us receive ? 
© See daily ſhow'rs rejoice the. thirſty earth, 
© And bleſs the flow'ry buds ſucceeding birth ? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to bear 
The various heav'n of an obliquer ſphere ; - 
While, by fix'd laws, and with a juſt return, 
They feel twelve hours that ſhade for twelve that burn 
And praiſe the neighb' ring ſun, whoſe conſtant flame 
* Enlightens them with ſeaſons ſtill the ſame ? 
And may not thoſe, whoſe diftant lot is caſt 
North beyond Tartary's extended waſte, 
Where thro' the plains of one continual day, 
Six ſhining months purſue their even way, = 
And fix ſucceeding urge their duſky flight, 
* Obſcur'd with vapours, and'o'erwhelm'd in night; 
May not, I aſk, the natives of theſe climes, 
© (As annals may inform ſucceeding times) 
© To our quotidian change of heaw*n prefer 
Their own viciſſitude and equal ſhare 
Of day and night diſparted thro? the year? 
© May they not ſcorn our ſun's repeated race, 
© To narrow bounds preſcrib'd and little ſpace; _ 
os. „ Haſtning from morn, and headlong driv'n from noon, 
Half of our daily toil yet ſcarcely done? 


May 
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May they not juſtly to our climes upbraid 
© Shortneſs of night and penury of ſhade; 
That, ere our wearied limbs are juſtly bleſs'd 
With wholeſome ſleep. and neceſſary reſt, 
Another ſun demands return of care, 
The remnant toil of yeſterday to bear ? 
Whilſt, when the ſolar beams ſalute their fight, 
© Bold and ſecure in half a year of light, 
© Vninterrupted voyages they take 
© To the remoteſt wood and fartheſt lake, 
. Manage the fiſhing, and purſue the courſe 
© With more extended nerves and more continu'd force; 
And when declining day forſakes their Ty... 
When gath'ring clouds ſpeak gloomy winter nigh, 
© With plenty for the coming ſeaſon bleſs*d, 
© Six ſolid magths (an age!) they live, releas'd 
From all the labour, proceſs, clamour, woe, 
Which our ſad ſcenes of daily action know: 
They light the ſhining lamp, prepare the feaſt, 
© And with full mirth receive the welcome gueſt; 
© Or tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now they ſuffer) to the liſt'ning fair; 
© And, rais'd in pleaſure, or repos'd in eaſe, 
© (Grateful alternates of ſubſtantial peace !) 
© They bleſs the long nocturnal influence, ſhed 
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On the crown'd goblet and the genial bed. 


© In foreign iſles which our diſcov'rers find, 

« Far from this length of continent disjoin'd, 
The rugged bear's or ſpotted lynx's brood, 

« Frighten the vallies and infeſt the wood; 
© The hungry crocodile and hiſſing ſnake, 
© Lurk in the troubled ſtream and fenny brake; 
And man untaught, and rav'nous as the beaſt, 
© Does valley, wood, and brake, and ſtream, infeſt: 
« Deriv'd theſe men and animals their birth 
C From trunk of oak or pregnant womb of earth? 


T2 | | © Whence . 


——— ͤ Peers 


63 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


© Whence then the old belief „ that all began 
In Eden's ſhade and one created man? 
Or grant this progeny was wafted o'er 
p By coaſting boats from next adjacent ſhore ; 
Would thoſe, from whom we will ſuppoſe they ſpring, 
Slaughter to harmleſs lands and poiſon bring? 
Would they on board, or bears or lynxes take, 
© Feed the ſhe-adder and the brooding ſnake? 
Or could they think the new-diſcover'd iſle 
© Pleas'd to receive a pregnant crocodile ? 
And ſince the ſavage lineage we muſt trace 
© From Noah ſav'd, and his diſtinguiſh'd race; 
How ſhould their fathers happen to forget 
« The arts which Noah taught, the rules he ſet, 
c To ſow the glebe, to plant the gen 'rous vine, 
And load with grateful flames the holy ſhrine? 
© While the great ſire's unhappy ſons are found, 
* Unpreſs'd their vintage, and untill'd their ground ; 
* Straggling o'er dale and hill in queſt of food, 
And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God. 
How ſhall we next o'er earth and ſeas purſue 
The vary'd forms of ev ry thing we view ; 
That all is chang'd, tho all is ſtill the ſame, 
Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame? 
Of thoſe materials which hive been confeſs'd | 
The priſtine ſprings and parents of the reſt, | 
Each becomes other. Water ſtopp'd gives birth 
To graſs and plants, and thickens i into earth; 
© Diffug'd, it riſes in a higher ſphere, 71 
© Dilates it's drops, and ſoftens into air: 
I hoſe finer parts of air again aſpire, 
Move into warmth, and brighten into fire. 
That fire once more, by thicker air o'ercome, 
© And downward forc'd, in earth's capacious womb 
© Alters it's particles; is fire no more, þ 
< But lies reſplendent duſt and ſhining ore; 


R 


K 


g hs, 


A 


* 


Or, 


- 


* 


8 A 


8 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 6 


Or, running thro' the mighty mother's veins, 
Changes it's ſhape, puts off it's old remains ; 


With wat'ry parts it's leſſen'd force divides, 
Flows into waves, and riſes into tides. 


* Diſparted ſtreams ſhall from their channels fly, 
And, deep ſurcharg'd, by ſandy mountains lie 
Obſcurely ſepulcher'd. By eating rain 


And furious wind, down to the diſtant plain, 


The hill that hides his head above the ſkies, 
Shall fall: the plain, by flow degrees, ſhall riſe 


Higher than erſt had ſtood the ſummit hill; 


For Time muſt Nature's great beheſt fulfil. 
* Thus, by a length of years and change of fate, 


All things are light or heavy, ſmall or great; 


Thus Jordan's waves ſhall future clouds appear, 
And Egypts pyramids refine to air; | 


Thus later age ſhall aſk for Piſon's flood, 


And travellers inquire where Babel ſtood. 
Now where we ſee theſe changes often fall, 
Sedate we paſs them by as natural; 


Where to our eye more rarely they appear, 


The pompous name of prodigy they bear: 

Let active thought theſe cloſe meanders trace, 

Let human wit their dubious bound'ries place. 

Are all things miracle, or ngthing ſuch ? 

And prove we not too little or too much ? 

For that a branch cut off, a wither'd rod, 
Should at a word pronounc'd revive and bud; 

Is this more ſtrange than that the mountain's brow, 
Stripp'd by December's froſt and white with ſnow, 
Should puſh in ſpring ten thouſand thouſand buds, 
And boaſt returning leaves and blooming woods ? 
That each ſucceſſive night from op'ning heav'n 
The food, of angels ſhould to man be giv'n ; 

Is this more ſtrange than that with common bread 
Our fainting bodies ev'ry day are fed? 

© Than 
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Than that each grain and ſeed, conſum'd in earth, 
© Raiſes. 1t's ſtore, and multiplies it's birth? 
And from the handful which the tiller ſows, 
© The labour'd fields rejoice, and future harveſt flows ? 
Then from whate'er we can to ſenſe produce, 
Common and plain, or wondrous and abſtruſe ; 
From Nature's conſtant or excentrick laws 


The thoughtful ſoul this gen'ral influence draws, 
That an Effect muſt pre-ſuppoſe a Cauſe : 
© And while ſhe does her upward flight ſuſtain, 
© Touching each link of the continu'd chain, 
At length ſhe is oblig'd and forc'd to ſee 
A Firſt, a Source, a Life, a Deity ; 

© What has for ever been, and muſt for ever be. 

This Great Exiſtence, thus by Reaſon found, 
© Bleſs'd by all pow'r, with all perfection crown'd, 
© How can we bind or limit his decree 

© By what our ear has heard or eye may ſee ? 

Say, then, is all in heaps of water loſt, 

Beyond the iſlands and the mid-land coaſt? 2 
Or has that God, who gave our world it's birth, A 
Sever'd thoſe waters by ſome other earth? | 
Countries by future plougi-ſhares to be torn, 

And cities rais'd by nations yet unborn ? 

Exe the progreſſive courſe of reftleſs age 

« Performs three thouſand times it's annual ſtage, 

May not our pow'r and learning be ſuppreſs'd, 

And arts and empire learn to travel weſt? - 
Where, by the ſtrength of this idea charm'd, 

: Lighten'd with glory, and with rapture warm'd, : 

« Aſcends my ſoul? what ſees ſhe white and great 

* Amidſt ſubjected ſeas ? An iſle, the ſeat 

© Of pow'r and plenty ; her imperial throne 

For juſtice and for mercy ſought and known: 

0 4 Virtues ſublime, great attributes of Heav'n, 

From thence to this diſtinguiſh'd nation giv'n. 
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© Yet farther weſt the weſtern iſle extends 
* Her happy fame ; her armed fleets ſhe ſends 


* To climates folded yet from human eye, 


And lands which we imagine wave and ſky : 
From pole to pole ſhe hears her acts reſound, 
© And rules an empire by no ocean bound; 


© Knows her ſhips anchor'd, and her ſails unfurl'd, 


In other Indies and a ſecond world. 
Léong ſhall Britannia (that muſt be her name) 
Be firſt in conqueſt, and preſide in fame; 
Long ſhall her favour'd monarchy engage 
The teeth of Envy, and the force of Age: 
Rever'd and happy, ſhe ſhall long remain, 
Of human things, leaſt changeable, leaſt vain; 
Vet all muſt with the gen'ral doom comply, 
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« Now let us leave this earth, and lift our eye 
To the large convex of yon” azure ſky: - 
Behold it like an-ample curtain ſpread, 
© Now ſtreak'd and glowing with the morning red; 
Anon at noon in flaming yellow bright, 

And chuſing ſable for the peaceful night. 
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And this great glorious pow'r, tho? laſt, muſt die! 


«© Aſk Reaſon, now, whence light and ſhade were giv'n, 


And whence this great variety of heav'n ? 
© Reaſon our guide, what can ſhe more reply, 
Than that the ſun illuminates the ſky ? 


Than that night riſes from his abſent ray, 

© And his returning luſtre kindles day? 

© But we expect the morning red in vain ; 
'Tis hid in vapours, or obſcur'd by rain: 
The noon-tide yellow we in vain require; 
Tis black in ſtorm, or red in lightning fire. 
Pitchy and dark the night ſometimes appears, 
Friend to our woe, and parent of our fears; 
Our joy and wonder ſometimes ſhe excites, 
With ſtars unnumber'd and eternal lights. 
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Send forth, ye wiſe, ſend forth your lab'ring thought; 
Let it return, with empty notions fraught, 
Of airy columns ev'ry moment broke, 
Of circling whirlpools, and of ſpheres of ſmoke: 
Yet this ſolution but once more affords | 
New change of terms, and ſcaffolding of words ; 
In other garb my queſtion I receive, 
And take the doubt the very ſame I gave. 
Lo! as a giant ſtrong, the luſty ſun 


Multiply'd rounds in one great round does run 
Two-fold his courſe, yet conſtant his career, 
Changing the day, and finiſhing the year. 


. 


N 


Again, when his deſcending orb retires, 

And earth perceives the abſence of his hires, 

The moon affords us her alternate ray, 

And with kind beams diſtributes fainter day, 

Yet keeps the ſtages of her monthly race ; 

Various her beams, and changeable her face: 

Each planet, ſhining in his proper ſphere, 

Does with juſt ſpeed his radiant voyage ſteer ; 

Each ſees his lamp with diff*rent luſtre crown'd; 

Each knows his courſe with diff' rent periods bound; 

And in his paſſage thro? the liquid ſpace, 

B Nor haſtens nor retards his neighbour's race. 

Now, ſhine theſe planets with ſubſtantial rays ? 

© Does innate luſtre gild their meaſur'd days? 

| Or do they (as your ſchemes, I think, have ſhown) | 

i= © Dart furtive beams and glory not their own ; 
All ſervants to that ſource of light, the ſun ? 

Again! I ſee ten thouſand thouſand ſtars, 

Nor caſt in lines, in circles, nor in ſquares, 
(Poor rules, with which our bounded mind is fl1'd 

| © When we would plant, or cultivate, or build !) 

i © But ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuch various light, 

| As ſpeaks the Hand that form'd chem infinite. 
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by How mean the order and perfection fought 
In the beſt product of the human thought, 
Compar'd to the great harmony that reigns 
© In what the Spirit of the world ordains ! 
© Now if the ſun to earth tranſmits his ray, 
© Yet does not ſcorch us with too fierce a day, 
© How ſmall a portion of his pow'r is givin - 
To orbs more diſtant, and remoter heav'n? 
And of thoſe ſtars which our imperfe& eye 
Flas doom'd and fix'd to one eternal ſky, 
© Each by a native ſtock of honour great, 
May dart ſtrong influence, and diffuſe kind heat, 
© Itſelf a ſun, and with tranſmiſſive light 
© Enliven worlds deny'd to human fight ; : 
Around the circles of their ambient ſkies | nf 
New moons may grow or wane, may ſet or riſe, 
© And other ſtars may to thoſe ſuns be earths, 
Give their own elements their proper births, 
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole, | | 
See their lands flouriſh, and their oceans roll: — 
Vet theſe great orbs, thus radically bright, 
© Primitive founts and origins of light, 
© May each to other (as their diff'rent ſphere | 
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Makes or their diſtance or their a appear) 
Be ſeen a nobler or inferior ſtar; | g 
And in that ſpace which we call air and ſky, = 


* 


N 


< Myriads of earths, and moons, and ſuns, may lie 
© Unmeaſur'd and unknown by human eye. 

In vain we meaſure this amazing ſphere, 

And find and fix it's centre here or there, 

« Whilſt it's circumference, ſcorning to be brought 3 
E'en into fancy'd ſpace, illudes our vanquiſh'd thought. | 

„Where, then, are all the radiant monſters driv'n, 

With which your gueſſes fill'd the frighten'd heav'n? 

Where will their fictious images remain? 

In paper ſchemes, and the Chaldean's brain! | 

— — 1 
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© 'This problem yet, this offspring of a gueſs, 

© Let us for once a child of Truth confeſs ; 

That theſe fair ſtars, theſe objects of delight, 

And terror to our ſearching dazzled ſight, 

„Are worlds immenſe, unnumbet'd, infinite! 

© But do theſe worlds diſplay their beams, or guide 

Their orbs to ſerve thy uſe, to pleaſe thy pride? 
© Thyſelf but duſt, thy ſtature but a ſpan, _ 

© A moment thy duration, fooliſh man! 

© As well may the minuteſt emmet ſay 

© That Caucaſus was rais'd to pave his way; 

The ſnail, that Lebanon's extended wood 

© Was deſtin'd only for his walk and food: 

The vileſt cockle, gaping on the coaſt, 

That rounds the ample ſeas, as well may boaſt 
© The craggy rock projects above the ſky, 

© That he in ſafety at it's foot may lie; 

© And the whole ocean's confluent waters ſwell, 

© Only to quench his thirſt, or move and blanch his nell. 

A higher flight the vent'rous goddeſs tries, 

Leaving material worlds and local ſkies ; 

„ Inquires what are the beings, where the ſpace, 
That form'd and held the angels ancient race: 
For rebel Lucifer with Michael fought, 

(I offer only what tradition taught) 
FEmbattl'd cherub againſt cherub roſe, 
Did ſhield to ſhield, and pow'r to pow'r oppoſe; 

Heav'n rung with triumphs, hell was fill'd with woes. 

What were theſe forms, of which your volumes tell, 
How ſome fought great, and others recreaut fell ? 
© Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting load, 
Purance of chain, and baniſhment of God; 
© By fatal turns their wretched ſtrength to tire, 
To ſwim in fulph'rons lakes, or land on ſolid fire: 
© While thoſe, exalted to primeval light, 
- Exceſs of bleffng, and ſupreme delight, 
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Only perceive ſome little pauſe of joys, - 

In thoſe great moments when their God employs 
Their miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd hate 

On the proud king, or the rebellious ſlate ; 

Or to reverſe Jehovah's high command, 

And ſpeak the thunder falling from his hand, 
When to his duty the proud king returns, 

And the rebellious ſtate. in aſhes mourns ? 

How can good angels be in heav'n confin'd, 

Or view that Preſence which no ſpace can bind! : 
Is God above, beneath, or yon”, or here? 

He who made all, is he not ev'ry where? 

Oh ! how can wicked angels find a night 


So dark to hide em from that piercing light 


Which form'd the eye, and gave the pow'r of ſight ? 


What mean I now of angel, when I hear 
Firm body, ſpirit pure, or fluid air? 

Spirits, to action ſpiritual confin'd, 

Friends to our thought, and kindred to our wind, 
Should only a& and prompt us from within, 

Nor by external eye be ever ſeen. | 

Was it not therefore to our ſathers known, 

That theſe had appetite, and hmb, and bone? 
Elſe how could Abram waſh their weary'd feet, 
Or Sarah pleaſe their taſte with ſav'ry meat? 
Whence ſhould they fear? or why did Lot engage 
To fave their bodies from abuſive rage ? 

And how could Jacob, in a real fight, 

Feel or reſiſt the wreſtling angel's might? 
How could a form it's ſtrength with matter try? 
Or how a ſpirit touch a mortal's thigh ? 

Now are they air condens'd, or gather'd rays ; 


How guide they then our pray'r, or erp © our ways? 


By ſtronger blaſts ſtill-ſubje& to be toſs'd, 
By tem peſts ſcatter'd, and in whirlwinds Joſt ? 
K 2 
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And ſet the moon, and taught the ſun his way; 
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5 Hare they again, (as ſacred ſong proclaims) 
© Subſtances real, and exiſting frames ? 


| © How comes it, fince with them we jointly ſhare 


The great effect of one Creator's care, 
That whilſt our bodies ſicken and decay, 
Theirs are for ever healthy, young, and gay? 


Why, whilſt we ſtruggle, in this vale beneath, 
With want and ſorrow, with diſeaſe and death, 


Do they, more bleſs'd, perpetual life employ, 
On ſongs of pleaſure, and in ſcenes of joy? 
© Now, when my mind has all this world ſurvey'd, 


And found that nothing by itſelf was made; 
When thought has rais'd itſelf by juſt degrees, 


From vallies crown'd with flow'rs, and hills with trees; 
From ſmoking min'rals, and from riſing ſtreams, 


From fatt'ning Nilus, or victorious Thames; 


From all the living, that four-footed move 
Along the ſhore, the meadow, or the grove ; 
From all that can with fins or feathers fly 
FThro' the atrial or the wat'ry ſky ; 
From the poor reptile with a reas'ning ſout, 


That miſerable mafter of the whole; 


From this great object of the body's eye, 
This fair half-round, this ample azure ſky, 

« Terribly large, and wonderfully bright, 
With ſtars unnumber'd, and unmeafur'd light; 
From eſſences unſeen, celeſtial names, 


97 Enlight'ning ſpirits, and miniſterial flames, 


Angels, dominions, potentates, and thrones, 

All that in each degree the name of creature owns; 

« Lift we our reaſon to that Sov'reign Cauſe 

© Who bleſs'd the whole with life, and bounded it with 8 z 
Who forth from nothing call'd this comely frame, 

His will and act, his word and work the ſame : | 

« To whom a thouſand years are but a day; 2 

Who bade the light her genial beams diſplay, 5 
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© Who, 
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> Who, waking Time, his creature; from the ware 


« Primzval, order'd his predeſtin'd courſe; 
« Himſelf, as in the hollow of his hand, 
© Holding, obedient to his high command, 
The deep abyſs, the long continu'd ſtore ; 


< Where months, and days, and hours, and minutes, pour | 


Their floating parts, and thenceforth are no more. 


"x. This Alpha and Omega, Firſt and Laſt, 
Who, like the potter, in a mould has caſt 


The world's great frame, commanding it to be 


_ © Such as the eyes of Senſe and Reaſon ſee; 


Vet, if he wills, may change or ſpoil the whole; 


May take yon beauteous, myſtick, ſtarry roll, 


And burn it like an uſeleſs parchment ſcroll; 
May from it's bahs in one moment pour 
© This melted earth 


Like liquid metal, and like burning ore; 


© Who, ſole in pow'r, at the beginning ſaid, 
cc Let ſea, and air, and earth, and heav'n, bs made," 
And it was ſo.—And when he ſhall ordain 


In other ſort, has but to ſpeak again, 


And they ſhall be no more: of this great theme, 
© This glorious, hallow'd, CEE Name, 
This God, I would diſcourſe——? 
The learned elders fat appall'd, amaz'd, 
And each with mutual look on other gaz'd ; 
Nor ſpeech they meditate, nor anſwer frame: 


Too plain, alas! their ſilence ſpake their ſhame ; 


Till one, in whom an outward mien appear'd, 
And turn ſuperior to the vulgar herd, 


Began— that human learning's fartheſt reach 


Was but to note the doctrines I could teach; 
That mine to ſpeak, and theirs was to obey, 
For I in knowledge more than pow'r did ſway ; 
And the aftoniſh'd world in me beheld 

Moſes eclips'd, and Jeſſe's ſon excell'd. 
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Humble a ſecond bow'd, and took the word, 
Foreſaw my name by future age ador'd: 
O live,” ſaid he, © thou wiſeſt of the wiſe! 
As none has warp none ſhall ever riſe 
© Excelling thee 
Parent of wicked, bane of honeſt deeds, 
Pernicious Flatt'ry! thy malignant ſeeds 
In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand, 
Sadly diffus'd o'er Virtue's gleby land, 
With riſing pride amidſt the corn appear, 
And choak the hopes and harveſt of the year. 
And now the whole perplex'd ignoble crowd, 
Mute to my queſtions, in my praiſes loud, 
Echo'd the word: whence things aroſe, or how 
They thus exiſt, the apteſt nothing know); 

What yet is not, but is ordain'd to be, 
All vail of doubt apart, the dulleft ſee, z 
My Prophets and my Sophiſts finiſh'd here FED = 
Their civil efforts of the verbal war : 

Not ſo my Rabbins and Logicians yield ; 
Retiring, till they combat: from the field 
Of open arms unwilling they depart, 
And ſculk behind the ſubterfuge of art. 

To ſpeak one thing, mix'd dialeQs they join, 
Divide the ſimple, and the plain define 

Fix fancy'd laws, and form imagin'd rules, 

Terms of their art, and jargon of their ſchools ; 
T!-grounded maxims, by falſe gloſs enlarg'd, 
And captious Science againſt Reaſon charg'd. 

Soon their crude notions with each other fought; 

The adverſe ſect deny'd what this had taught; : 

And he at length the ampleſt triumph gain'd, 

Who contradicted what the laſt maintain'd. 

O wretched impotence of human mind! | 

We, erring, ſtill excuſe for error find, | 
And darkling grope, not knowing we are blind. ; 
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Too plain thy nakedneſs of ſoul eſpy'd, _ | ö 


Own'd my ſick mind by their diſcourſe reliev'd; 
But bent, and inward to myſelf, again 


My ſearch ſtill tir'd, my labour till renew'd, 
At length I Ignorance and Knowledge view'd 


Light flew the knowing ſcale, the doubtful heavy weigh'd. 


Alas! we graſp at clouds, and beat the air, 
Vexing that ſpirit we intend to clear. 


| Sees infinite, and in that ſight is loſt, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 79 
Vain man! fince firſt the bluſhing fire eſſay-d | 


His folly with connected leaves to ſhade, 


How does the crime of thy reſembling race, 
With like attempt, that priſtine error trace ? 


Why doſt thou ſtrive the conſcious ſhame to hide, 


By maſks of eloquence and veils of pride? 
With outward ſmiles their flatt'ry I receiv'd, 


| 

Perplex'd, theſe matters I revolv'd in vain. | . | 
Impartial; both in equal balance laid, 

Forc'd by reflective Reaſon, I confeſs 


That human ſcience is uncertain gueſs. 6 = | ; 


Can thought beyond the bounds of matter climb? 


Or who ſhall tell me what is ſpace or time! 5 | 
In vain we lift up our preſumptuous eyes | g 
To what our Maker to their ken denies: | 


The ſearcher follows faſt, the object faſter es. 2h 
The little which imperfectly we find, | ? 


| Seduces only the bewilder'd mind 


To fruitleſs ſearch of ſomething yet behind. 9 
Various diſcuffions tear our heated brain: n | 
Opinions often turn; ſtill doubts remain; ; 


And who indulges thought increaſes pain. 


How narrow limits were to Wiſdom giv'n! 
Earth ſhe ſurveys ſhe thence would meaſure heav'n: " 


Thro' miſts obſcure, now wings her tedious way, 


Now wanders, dazzl'd with too bright a day; 
And from the ſummit of a pathleſs coaſt, L 


Remember 
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Remember that the curs'd deſire to know, 

Offspring of Adam, was thy ſource of woe ; 

Why wilt thou, then, renew the vain purſuit, 
And raſhly catch at the forbidden fruit? 

With empty labour and eluded firife, 

Seeking, by knowledge, to attain to life ; 
For ever from that fatal tree debarr'd, | 

Which flaming ſwords and angry cherubs guard. 


BOOK IL 


PLEASURE 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Jolomon again ſeeking happineſs, inquires if wealth and greatneſs can produce 

it: begins with the magnificence of gardens and buildings; the luxury of 
muſick and feaſting; and proceeds to the hopes and defires of love. In two 
epiſodes are ſhewn the follies and troubles of that paſſion. Solomon, Kill 
diſappointed, falls under the temptations of libertiniſm and idolatry; rece- 
vers his thought; reaſons aright; and concludes that, as to the purſuit of 
pleaſure and ſenſual delight, ALL IS VANITY AND VEXATION OF SPIRIT « 


Rx then, O man! the moments to deceive 
© That from the womb attend thee to the grave: 
For weary'd Nature find ſome apter ſcheme; 
_ © Health be thy hope, and Pleaſure be thy theme. 
From the perplexing and unequal ways 
© Where Study brings thee ; from the endleſs maze 
© Which Doubt perſuades to run, forewarn'd,recede 
To the gay field and flow'ry path, that lead 
© To jocund mirth, ſoft joy, and careleſs eafe : _ 
_ © Forſake what may inſtruct for what may pleaſe ; 
« Eſſay amuſing art and proud expence, 
© And make thy reaſon ſubje& to thy ſenſe Þ.. 
I commun'd thus. The pow'r of wealth I try'd, 
And all the various luxe of coſtly pride; 
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Artiſts and plans reliev'd my ſolemn hours ; 
T founded palaces, and planted bow'rs. 
Birds, fiſhes, beaſts, of each exotick kind, 
I to the limits of my court confin'd, 
To trees transferr'd I gave a ſecond birth, 
And bid a foreign ſhade grace Judah's earth. 
Fiſh- ponds were made where former foreſts grew, 
And hulls were levell'd to extend the view. 
| Rivers, diverted from their native courſe, 
And bound with chains of artificial force, 
From large caſcades in pleaſing tumult roll'd, 
Or roſe thro? figur'd ſtone or breathing gold. | 
From fartheſt Africa's tormented womb 1 
The marble brought, erects the ſpacious dome, 4 
Or forms the pillars long-extended rows, 
On which the planted grove and penfile garden grows. ' 
The workmen here obey the maſter's call, | | = 
To gild the turret and to paint the wall; = 
To mark the pavement there with various ſtone, 44 
And on the jaſper ſteps to rear the throne : 
The ſpreading cedar, that an age had ſtood, 
Supreme of trees, and miſtreſs of the wood, 
Cut down and carv'd, my ſhining roof adorns, 
And Lebanon his ruin'd honour mourns. 
A thouſand artiſts ſhew their cunning pow'r, 
To raiſe the wonders of the iv'ry tow'r : 
A thouſand maidens ply the purple loom, 
To weave the bed and deck the regal room ; 
Till Tyre confeſſes her exhauſted ſtore, 
That on her coaſt the murex “ is no more; 
Till from the Parian iſle and Lybia's coaſt 
The mountains grieve their hopes of marble loſt ; 
And India's woods return their juſt complaint, 4 
Their brood decay'd, and want of elephant. wg 


| * The murex is a ſhell-fiſh, of the liquor whereof a purple colour is made. 
| L My 
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My full deſign with vaſt expence achiev'd,, 

I came, beheld, admir'd, reflected, griev'd : 
I chid the folly of my thoughtleſs haſte ; | 
For, the work perfected, the joy was paſt. 

To my new courts ſad Thought did ſtill repair, 
And tound my gilded roofs hung hov'ring Care. 
In vain on: ſilken beds I ſought repoſe, Y 
And reſtleſs oft from purple couches roſe ; 

Vexatious Thought ſtill found my flying mind, 

Nor bound by limits, nor to place confin'd; 
Haunted my nights, and terrify'd my days, 
Stalk'd thro* my gardens, and purſu'd my ways, | 
Nor ſhut from artful bow'r, nor loſt in winding maze. 

Yet take thy bent, my ſoul ! another ſenſe 
Indulge ; add muſick to magnificence : | 
Eſſay if harmony may grief controul, 

Or pow'r of ſound prevail upon the ſoul. 
Often our ſeers and poets have confeſs'd, 
That muſick's force can tame-the furious beaſt ; 


Can make the wolf or foaming boar reſtrain 


His rage, the lion drop his creſted main, 
Attentive to the ſong; the lynx forget 
His wrath to man, and lick the minſtrel's feet, 
Are we, alas ! leſs ſavage yet than theſe? 
Elſe muſick, ſure, may human cares appeaſe ! 
I ſpake my purpoſe; and the chearful choir 
Parted their ſhares:of harmony: the lyre 
Soften'd the timbrel's noiſe ; the trumpet's ſound 
Provok'd the Dorian; flute, (both ſweeter found 
When mix'd;) the fife the viol's notes refin'd ; 
And ev'ry ſtrength with ev'ry grace was join'd. 
Each morn they wak'd me with a ſprightly lay; 
Of op'ning heav'n they ſung, and gladſome day: 
Each evening their repeated ſkill expreſs'd 

Scenes of repoſe, and images of reſt. 
WE RE Yer 
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yet ſtill in vain : for muſick gather'd thought; 
But how unequal the effects it brought? 

The ſoft ideas of the chearful note, 

| Lightly receiv'd, were eaſily forgot; 
The ſolemn violence of the graver found _ 
Knew to ſtrike deep, and leave a laſting wound. 

And now reflecting, I with grief deſcry 

The ſickly luſt of the fantaſtick eye; 
How the weak organ is with ſeeing cloy'd, 

Flying ere night what it at noon enjoy'd. 

And now (unhappy ſearch of thought !) I found 
The fickle ear ſoon glutted with the ſound ; 
Condemn'd eternal changes to purſue, 

Tir'd with the laſt, and eager of the new. 

I bade the virgins and the youth advance, 

To temper muſick with the ſprightly dance. 

In vain ! too low the mimick motions ſeem ; 
What takes our heart muſt merit our eſteem. 
Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a part, 
Forming her movements to the rules of art; 
And vex'd, I found that the muſician's hand 

Had o'er the dancer's mind too great command. 

I édrank; I lik'd it not : *twas rage; *twas noiſe ; 
An airy ſcene of tranſitory joys. 
In vain I truſted that the flowing bowl 
Would baniſh ſorrow and enlarge the ſoul. 

To the late revel and protracted feaſt 

Wild dreams ſucceeded, and diſorder'd reſt ; 

And as at dawn of morn fair Reaſon's light 
Broke thro? the fumes and phantoms of the night; : 
What had been ſaid, I ak'd my foul—what done? 
How flow'd our. mirth, and whence the ſource begun! ? 
Perhaps the jeſt that charm'd the ſprightly crowd, 
And made the jovial table laugh ſo loud, 
To ſome falſe notion ow'd it's poor pretence z \, 


To an ambiguous word's —— ſenſe; 
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Fell adders hiſs, and pois' nous ſerpents roll. 
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To 2 wild ſonnet, or a wanton air ; 3 

Offence and torture to the ſober ear. 

Perhaps, alas! the pleaſing ſtream was brought 
From this man's error, from another's fault; 
From topicks which good- nature would forget, 
And prudence mention with the laſt regret. 

Add yet unnumber'd ills, that lie unſeen 

Tn the pernicious draught ; the word obſcene, 
Or harſh, which once elanc'd muſt ever fly 
Irrevocable ; the too prompt reply, 

Seed of ſevere diſtruſt and fierce debate, 

What we ſhould ſhun, and what we ought to hate. - 
Add, too, the blood impov'riſn'd, and the courſe 
Of health ſuppreſs'd, by wine's continu'd force. 
Vunhappy man! whom ſorrow thus, and rage, 
To diff”rent ills alternately engage: 

Who drinks, alas! but to forget ; nor ſees 

That melancholy ſloth, ſevere diſeaſe, 
Mem'ry confus'd, and interrupted thought, 
(Death's harbingers) lie latent in the draught ; 
And in the flow'rs that wreath the ſparkling bawl, 


| Remains there aught untry'd that may remove 

| Sickneſs of mind, and heal the boſom ?—Love ! 

Love yet remains! indulge his genial fire; 

Cheriſh fair Hope, ſolicit young Deſire, 

And boldly bid thy anxious ſoul explore 

This laſt great remedy's myſterious pow'r. 
Why, therefore, heſitates my doubtful breaſt ? 

Why ceaſes it one moment to be bleſs'd ? 

Fly ſwiſt, my friends! my ſervants, fly! employ 

Vour inſtant pains to bring your maſter joy. 

Let all my wives and concubines be dreſs'd; 

Let them to night attend the royal feaſt; 

« All Iſrael's beauty, all tlie foreign fair, 

The gi. ts of princes, or the ſpoils of war: 


Before 
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Before their monarch they ſhall ſingly paſs, 
And the moſt worthy ſhall obtain the grace.” 
I faid—the feaſt was ſerv'd ; the bowl was crown'd ; 
To the king's pleaſure went the mirthful round. 
The women came: as cuſtom wills, they paſs'd. 
On one (O that diſtinguiſh'd one!) I caſt 
The fav'rite glance—O ! yet my mind retains 
That fond beginning of my infant pains! 
Mature the virgin was, of Egypt's race, 
Grace ſhap'd her limbs, and beauty deck'd her face: 
Eaſy her motion ſeem'd, ſerene her air; 

Full, tho' unzon'd, her boſom roſe; her hair 
 Vanty'd, and ignorant of artful aid, | 
| Adown her ſhoulders looſely lay diſplay'd, 
And in the jetty curls ten thouſand Cupids play? d. 

Fix d on her charms, and pleas'd that I could love, 

© Aid me, my friends, contribute to improve 
© Your monarch's bliſs!” I ſaid: * freſh roſes bring 
© To ſtrew my bed, till the impov'riſh'd Spring 
© Confeſs her want; around my am'rous head 
Be dropping myrrh and liquid amber ſhed, 
© Till Arab has no more; from the ſoft lyre, 
« Sweet flute, and ten-ſtring*d inſtrument, require 
© Sounds of delight—and thou, fair nymph, draw nigh ! ? 
© Thou, in whoſe graceful form and potent eye 
Thy maſter's joy, long ſought, at length is found ; 
© And as thy brow, let my deſires be crown'd. 

O fav'rite virgin, that haſt warm'd the breaſt 
© Whoſe ſov'reign dictates ſubjugate the Eaſt !? 
I faid ; and ſudden from the golden ene, 

With a ſubmiſſive ſtep, I haſted down. 

The glowing garland from my hair I took, 
Love in my heart, obedience in my look; 
Prepar'd to place it on her comely head 
O fay'rite virgin!“ yet again I ſaid, 
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© Receive 
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; Receive the honours deſtin'd to thy brow ; 


And O, above thy fellows, happy thou ! 
Their duty muſt thy ſov? reign word obey 
* Riſe up, my love; my fair-one, come away! 
What pang, alas! what extaſy of ſmart 


Tore up my ſenſes and transfix'd my heart, 


When ſhe, with modeſt ſcorn, the wreath return'd, 

Reclin'd her beauteous neck, and inward mourn'd! 
- Forc'd by my pride, I my concern ſuppreſs'd, 

Pretended drowzineſs, and wiſh of reſt; 

And ſullen, I forſook th' imperfect feaſt ; 


Ord'ring the eunuchs, to whoſe proper care 


N 


Our eaſtern grandeur gives th' impriſon'd fair, 


To lead her forth to a diſtinguiſh'd bow'r, 
And bid her dreſs the bed and wait the hour, 


Reſtleſs I follow'd this obdurate maid, 

(Swift are the ſteps that Love and Anger tread 3 
Approach'd her perſon, courted her embrace, 
Renew'd my flame, repeated my diſgrace: 

By turns put on the ſuppliant and the lord; 
Threaten'd this moment, and the next implor'd; 


Offer'd again the unaccepted wreath, 


And choice of happy love, or inſtant death. 
Averſe. to all her. am'rous king deſir'd, 


Far as ſhe might ſhe decently retir'd; 


And darting ſcorn and ſorrow from her eyes 


What means,” ſaid ſhe, * King Solomon the wiſe? 


This wretched body trembles at your pow'r; 
Thus far could Fortune, but ſhe can no more. 
Free to herſelf my potent mind remains, 
Nor fears the victor's rage, nor feels his chains. 

© ?Tis ſaid that thou canſt plauſibly diſpute, 
(Supreme of ſeers |) of angel, man, and brute; 
Canſt plead, with ſubtle wit and fair diſcourſe, _ 
Of paſſion's folly and of reaſon's force. 
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That to the tribes attentive, thou canſt know 


© Whence-their misfortunes or their bleſſings flow: 
; That thou in ſcience as in pow'r art great, 
And truth and honour on thy edicts wait. 


© Where is that knowledge now, that regal thought, 
2 juſtꝰ advice and timely counſel fraught ? 
Where now, O Judge of Iſrael, does it rove ?— 


What in oné' moment dof thou offer? Love 
© Love? why, 'tis joy or ſorrow, peace or ſtrife; 
© *Tis all the colour of remaining life; 

* And human mis'ry muſt begin or end, 

© As he becomes a tyrant or a friend. 


Would David's ſon, religious, juſt, and grave, 


To the firſt bride-bed of the world receive 
A foreigner, a heathen, and a ſlave? 7 


Or, grant thy paſſion has theſe names deftroy'd, 


That Love, like Death, makes all diſtinction void ; 3 


Vet in his empire o'er thy abject breaſt, 
His flames and torments only are expreſs'd ; 
His rage can in my ſmiles alone relent, 
And all his Joys ſolicit my conſent. 

Soft love, ſpontaneous tree, it's parted root 
« Muſt from two hearts with equal vigour ſhoot ; 
« Whilſt each delighted, and delighting, gives 
The pleaſing extaſy which each receives: 
Cheriſh'd with hope, and fed with joy, it grows; 
© It's chearful buds their op'ning bloom diſcloſe, 
And round the happy ſoil diffuſive odour flows. 
If angry Fate that mutual Care denies, 
The fading plant bewails it's due ſupplies ; 
Wild with deſpair, or ſick with grief, it dies. 
© By force beaſts act, and are by force reſtrain'd ; 
The human mind by gentle means is gain'd, * 
Thy uſeleſs ſtrength, miſtaken king, employ : 
Sated with rage, and ignorant of joy, 
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« Thou ſhalt not gain what I deny to yield, 
Nor reap the harveſt, tho” thou ſpoil'ſt the field. 


© Beyond the cruel bounds of thy command, 


© My plighted vow I gave; I his receiv'd : 3 
Each ſwore with truth, with pleaſure each believ d; 


In equal ſcales the buſy angels weigh'd n 
_ * It's ſolemn force, and clapp'd their wings, and ſpread | 


Know, Solomon, thy poor extent of ſway; 
Contract thy brow, and Iſrael ſhall obey ; 

But wilful Love thou muſt with ſmiles appeaſe, 
Approach his awful throne by juſt degrees, 

And if thou wouldſt be happy, learn to pleaſe. 
Not that thoſe arts can here ſucceſsful prove, 
For J am deftin'd to another's love. 


* To my dear equal, in my native land, 
«© The mutual contract was to heaven convey'd ; 


The laſting roll, recording what we ſaid. 
Now in my heart behold thy poniard ſtain'd ; 
Take the fad life which I have long diſdain'd ; 
End, in a dying virgin's wretched fate, : 
Thy ill-ſtarr'd paſſion, and my ſtedfaſt hate: as 
© For long as blood informs theſe circling veins, . 


Or fleeting breath it's lateſt pow'r retains, 


Hear me to Egypt's vengeful gods declare, 


Fate is my part; be thine, O king, deſpair. 


© Now ſtrike!” ſhe ſaid, and open'd bare her breaſt. 


Stand it in Judah's Chronicles confeſs'd, 
That David's ſon, by impious paſſion Sd, | 
Smote a ſhe-ſlave, and murder'd what he l 8 


Aſham'd, confus'd, I ſtarted from the bed, 


| And to my ſoul, yet uncollected, ſaid, 
Into thyſelf, fond Solomon, return; 


Reflect again, and thou again ſhalt mourn.? 
WI =; I thro' number'd years have pleaſure ſought, 
And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught, 
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To mock my ſenſe and mortify my pride, 
»Tis in another's pow'r, and is deny'd. 
Am Ja king, great Heav'n ! does life or death 
Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath, 
While kneeling I my ſervant's ſmiles implore, 
And one mad damſel dares diſpute my pow'r ? | 
To raviſſi her !—that thought was ſoon depreſs'd, 
Which muſt debaſe the monarch to the beaſt. 
To ſend her back -O whither, and to whom? 
To lands where Solomon muſt never come? 
To that inſulting rival's happy arms, 
For whom, diſdaining me, ſhe keeps her charms ? 
Fantaſtick tyrant of the am'rous heart, 
How hard thy yoke! how cruel is thy dart ! 
Thoſe *ſcape thy anger who refuſe thy ſway, 
And thoſe are puniſh'd moſt who moſt obey. 
See Judah's king revere thy greater pow'r ; 
What canſt thou covet, or how triumph more? 
Why then, O Love, with an obdurate ear, 
Does this proud nymph reject a monarch's pray'r? 
Why to ſome ſimple ſhepherd does ſhe run, 
From the fond arms of David's fav'rite ſon? 
Why flies ſhe from the glories of a court, 
Where wealth and pleaſure may thy reign ſupport ; 
To ſome poor cottage on the mountain's brow, 
Now bleak with winds, and cover'd now with ſnow, ' 
Where pinching want muſt curb her, warm deſires, 
And houſhold cares ſuppreſs thy genial fires ? 
Too aptly the afflicted heathens prove 
The force, while they erect the ſhrines of Love. 
His myſtick form the artizans of Greece 
In wounded ſtone or molten gold expreſs ; 
And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow. 
Faſt in his hand the idol holds his bow; 
A quiver by his fide ſuſtains his ſtore 
Of pointed darts, ſad emblems of his pow'r! 
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A pair of wings he has, which he extends 


Now to be gone; which now again he bends, 


Prone to return, as beſt may ſerve his wanton ends, 


Entirely thus I find the fiend pourtray'd, 
Since firſt, alas! I ſaw the beauteous maid. 


I felt him ſtrike, and now I ſee him fly : 
Curs'd dæmon! O for ever broken lie 
Thoſe fatal ſhafts by which I inward bleed! 


O can my wiſhes yet o'ertake thy ſpeed! 


Tir'd may'ſt thou pant, and hang thy flagging wing, 


Except thou turn'ſt thy courſe, reſolv'd to bring 


The damſel back, and fave the love-ſick king. 
My foul thus ſtruggling in the fatal net, 


Unable to enjoy or to forget, 

I reaſon'd much, alas! but more I lov'd, 
Sent and recall'd, ordain'd and diſapprov'd; 
Till, hopeleſs, plung'd in an abyſs of grief, 


I from neceſſity receiv'd relief; 


Time gently aided to aſſuage my pain, 


And Wiſdom took once more the ſlacken'd rein. 
But O how ſhort my interval of woe! 
Our griefs how ſwift, our remedies how ſlow ! 
Another nymph, (for ſo did Heav'n ordain, 
To change the manner but renew the pain;) 
Another nymph, amongſt the many fair 


That made my ſofter hours their ſolemn care, 
Before the reſt affected ſtill to ſtand, 
And watch'd my eye, preventing my command, 


Abra—ſhe ſo was call'd—did ſooneſt haſte 
To grace my preſence—Abra went the laſt ; 
Abra was ready ere I call'd her name; 
And tho? I call'd another, Abra came. . 
Her equals firſt obſerv'd her growing zeal, 


And laughing gloſs'd, that Abra ſerv'd fo well. 


To me her actions did unheeded die, 
Or were remark'd but with a common eye; 
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i Till more appriz'd of what the rumour ſaid, 
More I obſery'd peculiar in the maid. 
The ſun declin'd had ſhot his weſtern ray, 
When, tir'd with buſineſs of the ſolemn day, 
I purpos'd to unbend the ev'ning hours, 
And banquet private in the women's bow'rs. 
I call'd before I ſat to waſh my hands, 
For ſo the precept of the law commands; 
Love had ordain'd that it was Abra's turn 
E, To mix the ſweets and miniſter the urn. 
2 With awful homage and ſubmiſſive dread. 
The maid approach'd, on my declining head 

To pour the oils : ſhe trembled as ſhe pour'd ; 

With an unguarded look ſhe now devour'd 
My nearer face; and now recall'd her eye, 

And heav'd, and ftrove to hide a ſudden ſigh. 

And whence,* ſaid I, canſt thou have dread or pain! * 
What can thy imag'ry of ſorrow mean? 
Secluded from the world and all it's care, 

Faſt thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear? 
For ſure,” I added, ſure thy little heart 
Ne' er felt Love's anger, or receiv'd his dart ?? 
Abaſh'd ſhe bluſh'd, and with diſorder ſpoke; 
Her riſing ſhame adorn'd the words it broke. 
If the great maſter will deſcend to hear 
The humble ſeries of his handmaid's care, 
© O! while ſhe tells it let him not put on 
The look that awes the nations from the chrone: 
0! let not death ſevere in glory lie 
In the king's frown and terror of his eye. 
Mine to obey, thy part is to ordain; 
And tho' to mention be to ſuffer pain, 
© If the king ſmiles whilſt I my woe recite, 
II weeping I find favour in his fight, 
Flow faſt my tears, full riſing his delight. 
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O witneſs earth beneath, and heav'n above, 


If madneſs may the name of paſſion bear, 
Or love be call'd what is indeed deſpair. 
* Thou ſov'reign Pow'r, whoſe ſecret will controuls 
The inward bent and motion of our ſouls! 


Why haſt thou plac'd ſuch infinite degrees 


Between the cauſe and cure of my diſeaſe ? 
The mighty object of that raging fire | 


© In which unpity'd Abra muſt expire, 


Had he been born ſome ſimple ſhepherd's heir, 


The lowing herd or fleecy ſheep his care, 

At morn with him I o'er the hills had run, 1 
Scornful of winter's froſt and ſummer's ſun, | | 
Still aſking where he made his flock to reſt at noon. 


For him at night, the dear expected gueſt, - 


J had with haſty joy prepar'd the feaſt, 

And from the cottage, o'er the diſtant plain, 

Sent forth my longing eye to meet the ſwain i 

Wav'ring, impatient, toſs'd by Hope and Fear, 
Till he and Joy together ſhould appear, | 
And the lov'd dog declare his maſter near. 


On my declining neck and open breaſt 


I ſhould have lull'd the lovely youth to reſt, 


And from beneath his head at dawning day, 


With ſofteſt care, have ftoPn my arm away, 
To riſe and from the fold releaſe the ſheep, 
Fond of his flock, indulgent to his ſleep. 

Or if kind Heav'n, propitious to my flame, 


(For fare from Heav'n the faithful ardour came!) 


Had bleſs'd my life, and deck'd my natal hour, 
With height of title and extent of pow'r, 
Without a crime my pamon had aſpir'd, _ 
Found the lov'd prince, and told what I defir'd. 
Then I had come, preventing Sheba's queen, 
To ſee the comelieſt of the ſons of men; | 
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To hear the charming poet's am'rous ſong, 
And gather honey, falling from his tongue; 
To take the fragrant kiſſes of his mouth, 
Sweeter than breezes of her native ſouth; 
Likening his grace, his perſon, and his mien, 
To all that great or beauteous I had ſeen. 

«© Serene and bright his eyes, as ſolar beams, 
Reflecting temper'd light from chryſtal ſtreams 3 
© Ruddy as gold his cheek ; his boſom fair 
As filver; the curl'd ringlets of his hair 
Black as the raven's wing; his lip more red 
Than eaſtern coral, or the ſcarlet thread: 
Even his teeth, and white like a young flock, 
* Coeval, newly ſhorn, from the clear brook 
Recent, and blanching on the ſunny rock. 

« Iv'ry, with ſapphires interſpers'd, explains 
How white his hands, how blue the manly veins ; 
© Columns of poliſh'd marble, firmly ſet 
On golden baſes, are his legs and feet; 

His ſtature all majeſtick, all divine, 

Straight as the palm-tree, ſtrong as is the pine; 
GSaffron and myrrh are on his garments ſhed, 
And everlaſting ſweets bloom round his head. 
What utter I! where am I! wretched maid ! 
Die, Abra, die! too plainly haſt thou ſaid, 
Thy ſoul's deſire to meet his high embrace, 

© And bleſſing ſtamp'd upon thy future race; 

© To bid attentive nations bleſs thy womb, 
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With unborn monarchs charg'd, and Solomons to come | bn 


lere o'er her ſpeech her flowing eyes prevail. 
O fooliſh maid! and, O unhappy tale! 

My ſuff' ring heart for ever ſhall defy 

New wounds, and danger from a future eye. 

© O! yet my tortur'd ſenſes deep retain 

The wretched mem'ry of my former pain, 

© The dire affront, and my Egyptian chain. 
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As time, 1 ſaid, * may happily efface 

© That cruel i image of the king's diſgrace, 

© Imperial Reaſon ſhall reſume her ſeat, 
And Solomon, once fall'n, again be great. | 

* Betray'd by paſſion, as ſubdu'd in war, OY 

We wiſely ſhould exert a double care; | 5 

Nor ever ought a ſecond time to err. 

This Abra then 3 
I faw her: 'twas humanity; it gave 

Some reſpite to the ſorrows of my ſlave. 

Her fond exceſs proclaim'd her paſſion true, 
And gen'rous pity to that truth was due. 
Well I entreated her who well deſerv'd ; 

I call'd her often, for ſhe always ſerv'd : 
Uſe made her perſon eaſy to my ſight, 

And eaſe inſenſibly produc'd delight. 

Whene'er I revell'd in the women's bow'rs, _ 

(For firſt I fought her but at looſer hours) 

The apples ſhe had gather'd ſmelt moſt ſweet, 

The cake ſhe kneaded was the ſav'ry meat; 

But fruits their odour loſt, and meats their taſte, 

If gentle Abra had not deck'd the feaſt « 

Diſhonour'd did the ſparkling goblet ſtand, 

Unleſs receiv'd from gentle Abra's hand; 

And when the virgins form'd the ev'ning choir, - 
Raiſing their voices to the maſter-lyre, 
Too flat I thought this voice, and that too ſhrill ; 

One ſhew'd too much, and one too little fill : 

Nor could my ſoul approve the muſick's tone, 

Till all was huſt'd, and Abra ſung alone. 
Fairer ſhe ſeem'd diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
And better mien diſclos'd, as better dreſs'd: 

A bright tiara round her forehead ty'd, 

Too juſter bounds confin'd it's riſing pride; 
The bluſhing ruby on her ſnowy breaſt, 
Render'd it's panting whiteneſs more confeſs'd; 
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How ſhall the human boſom reſt ſecure ? 
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Bracelets of pearl gave roundneſs to her arm, 


And ev'ry gem augmented ev'ry charm: 

Her ſenſes pleas'd, her beauty ſtill improv'd, 

And ſhe more lovely grew as more belov'd. 
And now I could behold, avow, and blame, 


The ſeveral follies of my former flame; 
Willing my heart for recompenſe to prove 


The certain joys that lie in proſp'rous love. 
For what,” ſaid I, from Abra can I fear, 


Too humble to inſult, too ſoft to be ſevere ? 


The damſel's ſole ambition is to pleaſe ; 
With freedom I may like, and quit with eaſe : 


| © She ſoothes, -but never can enthral my mind. | 
Why may not peace and love for once be join'd ?” 


Great Heav'n! how frail thy creature man is made! : 


How by himſelf inſenſibly betray'd ! 
In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 


Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r, 
And by the blaſt of ſelf. opinion mov'd, 


We wiſh to charm, and ſeek to be belov'd. 
On Pleaſure's flowing brink we 1dly ſtray, 


Maſters as yet of our returning way : 
Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind, 


And give our conduct to the waves and wind : 


Then in the flow'ry mead or verdant ſhade, 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 

We weave the chaplet and we crown the bowl, 
And ſmiling ſee the nearer waters roll, 

Till the ſtrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe, 
Till the dire tempeſt mingles earth and ſkies, 


And ſwift into the boundleſs ocean borne, 


Our fooliſh confidence too late we mourn ; 


Round our devoted heads the billows beat, 
And from dur troubled view the leſſen'd lands retreat. 


O mighty Love! from thy unbounded pow'r 
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How ſhall our thought avoid the various ſnare, 

Or wiſdom to our caution'd ſoul declare 

The diff*rent ſhapes thou pleaſeſt to employ, 

When bent to hurt, and certain to deſtroy ? 
The haughty nymph, in open beauty dreſs'd, 

To-day encounters our unguarded breaſt ; 

She looks with majeſty, and moves with ſtate : 
Unbent her ſoul, and in misfortune great, 


_ She ſcorns the world, and dares. the rage of F ate. 


Here whilſt we take ſtern manhood for our guide, 
And guard our conduct with becoming pride, 
Charm'd with the courage in her action ſhown, 
We praiſe her mind, the i image of our own. 
She that can pleaſe is certain to perſuade ; 
; To-day belov'd, to-morrow 1s obey'd. 
We think we ſee thro' Reaſon's opticks right, 
Nor find how Beauty's rays elude our ſight: 
Struck with her eye whilſt we applaud her mind ; 
And when we ſpeak her great, we wiſh her kind. 
To-morrow, cruel Pow'r ! thou arm'ſt the fair 
With flowing ſorrow and diſhevell'd hair: 
Sad her complaint, and humble is her tale 
Fer ſighs explaining where her accents fail. 
Here gen'rous ſoftneſs warms the honeſt breaſt ;_ 
We raiſe the ſad, and ſuccour the diftreſs'd; 
And whilſt our wiſh prepares the kind relief, 
Whilſt pity mitigates her riſing grief, 
We ſicken ſoon from her contagious care, 
Grieve for her ſorrows, groan for her deſpair, 
And againſt love, too late, thoſe boſoms arm, 
Which tears can ſoften, and which fighs can warm. 
Againſt this neareſt, cruelleſt of foes, 
What ſhall wit meditate, or force oppoſe? 
Whence, feeble Nature, ſhall we ſummon aid, 
If by our pity and our pride betray'd ? | 
"= "Pa abs External 
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External remedy ſhall we hope to find, 
When the cloſe fiend has gain'd our treacherous mind; 
Inſulting there does Reaſon's power deride, 


My freedom in. her chains; ; my heart was fill'd 0 e's 
With her, with her alone; in her alone | 


It ſought it's peace and] joy: whale ſhe was gone 
It ſigh'd, and griev'd, impatient of her ſtay; 
Return'd, fhe chas'd thoſe ſighs, that grief, away; x 
Fer abſence made the night; her preſence Kiel the tay. 
For her I make the ſong; the dance with her I lead. 
That luxury may form or thought expreſs. 


In Deborah's arms and habit Abra reigns : 


Forſakes the pomp and pageantry of war; 
The form of peaceful Abigail aſſumes, 
Receive her bounties and recite her charms, 
To meet, with due regard, my future queen. 


To range the woods or chace the flying hind, 
Soon as the ſun awakes, the ſprightly court 
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And, blind himſelf, condufts the dazzled guide? 
My conqu'ror now, my lovely Abra, held 


The ball, the play, the maſk, by turns ſucceed : 
I court her, various, in each ſhape and dreſs 
To-day beneath the palm-tree,. on the plains, _ | 


The wreath, denotang conqueſt, guides her brow, 
And low, like Barak, at her feet J bow. 


The mimick Chorus ſings her proſp*rous hand, 
As ſhe had flain the foe and fay'd the land. 
To-morrow ſhe approves a ſofter air, 


And from the village with the preſent comes: 
The youthful band depoſe their glitt'ring arms, 


Whilſt I aſſume my father's ſtep and mien, 


If haply Abra's will be now inclin'd 


Leave their repoſe, and haſten to the ſport, 
In leſſen'd xdyalty, and humble ſtate, 
'Thy king, Jeruſalem ! deſcends to wait 
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Till Abra comes. She comes! 3 milk-white led, 
Mixture of Perſia's and Arabia's breed, | 
Suſtains the nymph : her garments flying looſe, 

(As the Sydonian maids or Thracian uſe) 

And half her knee and half her breaſt appear, 

By art, like negligence, diſclosd, and bare. 
Her left-hand guides the hunting courſer's flight, 
A ſilver bow ſhe carries in her right, 
And from the golden quiver at her fide, 

Ruſtles the ebon arrow's feather'd pride; 

Saphires and diamonds on her front a 

An artificial moon's increaſing ray. 

Diana, huntreſs, miſtreſs of the groves, 

The fav'rite Abra ſpeaks, and looks, and moves. 
Her, as the preſent goddeſs, I obe ß 

Beneath her feet the captive game I lay: 

The mingled Chorus ſing Diana's fame; 

Clarions and horns in louder peals proclaim 

Her myſtick praiſe; the vocal triumphs bound 

Againſt the hills; the hills reflect the ſound. 

If, tir'd this ev'ning with the hunted ed” 

To the large fiſh-pools or the glaſſy floods 
Her mind to-morrow points, a thouſand hands, 

To-night employ'd, obey the king's commands, 

Upon the wat'ry beach an artful pile . 

Of planks is join'd, and forms a moving iſle ; 
A golden chariot in the midſt is ſet, 

And ſilver cygnets ſeem to feel it's weight. 

Abra, bright queen ! aſcends her gaudy throne, . 

In ſemblance of the Grecian Venus known; 

Tritons and ſea-green Naiads round ber move, 
And ſing in moving ſtrains the force of love; 

Whilſt, as th' approaching pageant does appear, 
\ And echoing crowds ſpeak mighty Venus near, 

J, her adorer, too, devoutly ſtand Fs 

Faſt on the utmoſt margin of the land, 
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With arms and hopes extended, to receive 
The fancy'd goddeſs rifing from the wave. 

O ſubjet Reaſon! O imperious Love! 
Whither yet farther would my folly rove? 
Is it enough that Abra ſhould be great 
In the wall'd palace or the rural ſeat ; | 
That maſking habits, and a borrow'd name, 
Contrive to hide my plenitude of ſhame? 
No, no: Jeruſalem combin'd muſt ſee 
My open fault and regal infamy. 
Solemn a month is deſtin'd for the feaſt : 
Abra invites; the nation is the gueſt ! 
'To have the honour of each day ſuſtain'd, 
The woods are travers'd, and the lakes are drains: 
Arabia's wilds and Egypt's are explor'd ; 
The edible. creation decks the board, 
Hardly the phoenix *ſcapes—— _ 
The men their lyres, the maids their voices raiſe, 
To ſing my happineſs and Abra's praiſe, -/' 
And ſtaviſh bards our mutal loves rehearſe 5 
In lying ſtrains and ignominious verſe; 
While from tke banquet leading forth the bride, 
Whom prudent Love from publick eyes ſhould hide, 
1 ſhow her to the world, confeſs'd and known 
Queen of my heart, and partner of my throne. | 
And now her friends and flatt'rers fill the court ; 
From Dan and from Beerſheba they reſort; 
They barter places and diſpoſe of grants, 
Whole provinces unequal to their wants; 
They teach her to recede or to debate; 
With toys of love to mix affairs of ſtate j 
By practis'd rules her empire to ſecure, 
And in my pleaſure make my ruin ſure. 
: Tbey gave, and ſhe transferr'd the curs'd advice, 


That monarchs ſhould their inward ſoul diſguiſe, 
Diſſemble and command, be falſe and wile ; ; 
N 2 
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By ignominious arts, for ſervile ends, 
Should compliment their foes, and ſhun their friends. 

And now I leave the true and juſt ſupports © 
Of legal princes and of honeſt courts ; 

Barzillai's and the fierce Benaiah's heirs, 

Whoſe ſires, great parners in my father's cares, 

_ Saluted their young king, at Hebron crown'd, 

Great by their toil, and glorious by their wound: 

And now, unhappy counſel !' I prefer BY 
Thoſe whom my follies only made me fear; 5 
Old Corah's brood and taunting Shimei's race, et > hy « 
Miſcreants ! who ow'd their lives to David's grace, | { 

Tho' they had ſpurn'd his rule, and curs'd him to his face. 

Still Abra's pow'r, my ſcandal till increas'd; _ 
Juſtice ſubmitted to what Abra pleas'd : 

Her will alone could ſettle or revoke, 

And law was fix' d by what the lateſt ſpoke. 

Iſrael neglected, Abra was my care; 

F only acted, thought, and liv'd for her. ä 

1 durſt not reaſon with my wounded. heart: oo 
Abra poſleſs'd ; ſhe was it's better part. Ta 
O ! had I now review'd the famous cauſe 
Which gave my righteous youth ſo juſt applauſe, 
In vain on the diſſembled mother's tongue 
Had cunning art and ſly perſuaſion hung, 

And real care in vain, and native love, 

In the true parent's panting breaſt had ſtrove, 
While both deceiv'd had ſeen the deſtin'd child 
Or ſlain or ſav'd, as Abra frown'd or ſmil' d. 75 

Unknowing to command, proud to obey⸗ 
A lifeleſs king, a royal ſhade I lay. Toy" 
Unheard, the injur'd orphans now complain ; 
The widows? cries addreſs the throne in vain. 

_ Cauſes unjudg'd difgrace the loaded file, 
And ſleeping laws the king's neglect revile. 
No more the elders throng'd around my throne, 

Jo hear my maxims and reform their own : 
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No more the young nobility were taught 
How Moſes govern'd and how David fought. 
Looſe and undiſciplin'd the ſoldier lay, 
Or loſt in drink and game the ſolid day; 
Porches and ſchools, deſign'd for publick good, 
Uncover'd, and with ſcaffolds cumber'd ſtood, 
Or nodded, threat'ning ruin 
Half pillars wanted their expected height, 
And roofs imperfect prejudic'd the ſight. 
The artiſts grieve; the lab'ring people droop: 
My father's legacy, my country's hope, 
God's temples, lie unfiniſh'd-— _ 

The wiſe and grave deplor'd their monarch's fate, 
And future miſchiefs of a ſinking ſtate. 
« Is this,“ the ſerious ſaid, * is this the man 
© Whoſe active ſoul thro? ev'ry ſcience ran? 
Who by juſt rule and elevated ſkill, | 
© Preſcrib'd the dubious bounds of good and il! 
* Whoſe golden ſayings, and immortal wit, 
On large phylaQeries expreflive writ, 
Were to the forehead of the Rabbins ty'd, 
© Our youth's inſtruction, and our age's pride? 
Could not the wiſe his wild defires reftrain ? 
© Then was our hearing, and his preaching vain, 
What from his life and letters were we taught, 
© But that his knowledge aggravates his fault!“ 
In lighter mood, the hum'rous and the gay, 
(As crown'd with roſes at their feaſts they lay) 
Sent the full goblet charg'd with Abra's name, 
And charms ſuperior to their maſter's fame. 
Laughing, ſome praiſe the king, who let 'em ſee 
How aptly luxe and empire might agree: 
Some gloſs'd how Love and Wiſdom were at ftrife, 
And brought, my Proverbs to confront my life. 
However, friend, here's to the king !* one cries, 
To him who was the king!“ the friend replies. 
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The king, for Judah's and for Wiſdor's curſe 
To Abra yi-1ds: could I or thou do worſe? 

Our looſer lives let Charce or Folly ſteer, 

If thus the prudent and determin'd err. 
Let Dinah bind with flow'rs her flowing hair, 

© And touch the lute, and ſound the wanton air; 
Let us the bliſs without the ſting receive, 
Free as we will, or to enjoy or leave. 

leaſures on Levity's ſmooth ſurface flow; 

Thought brings the weight that ſinks the ſoul to woe. 
Now be this maxim to the king convey'd, 
And added to the thouſand he has made.” 

< Sadly, O Reaſon ! is thy pow'r expreſs'd, 

© Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted breaſt ! 
And harſh the rules which we from thee receive, 
If for our wiſdom we our pleaſure give, 
And more to think be only more to grieve 3 

© If Judah's king, at thy tribunal try'd, 

<' Forſakes his joy to vindicate his pride, 

And, changing ſorrows, I am only found 

< Loos'd from the chains of Love, in thine more ſtrictly bound, 

But, do I call thee tyrant, or complain | = 
< How hard thy laws, how abſolute thy reign? 
© While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 
To no two men, who e'er diſcours'd, the ſame ; 
© The idle product of a troubled thought, 

In borrow'd ſhapes and airy colours wrought ; 07: 
A fancy'd line, and a reflected ſhade; 
A chain which man to fetter man has made, 
By artifice impos'd, by fear obey'd. 
vet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing, 
Whence- ever I thy cruel eſſence bring, 
_ © I own tay influence, for | feel thy Wet. 

« Reluctant I perceive thee in my ſoul, 
© Form'd to command, and deſtin'd to controul, 
Les, thy inſulting dictates ſhall be heard; 
Virtue for once ſhall be her own reward. 
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# Yes, rebel Iſrael, this unhappy maid 
Shall be diſmiſs'd; the crowd ſhall be obey'd 3 
„The king his paſſion and his rule ſhall leave, 
No longer Abra's, but the people's ſlave: 
My coward ſoul ſhall bear it's wayward fate; 
I will, alas! be wretched to be great, 

© And ſigh in royalty, and grieve in ſtate.” 

I faid, reſolv'd to plunge into my grief 

At once, ſo far as to expect relief 

From my deſpair alone 

I choſe to write the thing I durſt not freak 
To her I lov'd, to ker I muſt forſake. 

The harſh epiſtle labour'd much to prove 


How inconſiftent majeſty and love. 


T always ſhould (it faid) eſteem her well, 
But never ſee her more: it bid her feel 
No future pain for me ; but inſtant wed 
A lover more proportion'd to her bed, 
And quiet dedicate her remnant life 
To the juſt duties of an humble wife. 
She read, and forth to me ſhe wildly ran 
To me, the eaſe of all her former pain. 
She kneel'd, entreated, ſtruggled, threaten'd, cry'd, 
And with alternate paſſion liv'd and dy'd; 
Till now, deny'd the liberty to mourn, 
And by rude Fury from my preſence torn, 
This only object of my real care | 
Cut off from hope, abandon'd to deſpair, 
In ſome few poſting fatal hours is hurl'd 
From wealth, from pow'r, from love, and from the world, 
5M Here tell me, if thou dar'ſt, my conſcious ſoul, 
What diff” rent ſorrows did within thee roll? 
„What pangs, what fires, what racks, didſt thou ſuſtain ? 
© What ſad viciſſitudes of ſmarting pain? 
How oft from pomp and ſtate did I remove, 
* To feed deſpair, and cheriſh hopeleſs love? 
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* How oft, all day, recall'd I Abra's charms, 
Her beauties preſs'd, and panting in my arms? 
. © How oft, with ſighs, view'd ev'ry female face, 
* Where mimick Fancy might her hkeneſs trace ? 
How oft deſir'd to fly from Ifrael's throne, 
And live in ſhades with her and Love alone? 
How oft, all night, purſu'd her in my dreams, 
Oer flow'ry vallies and thro? cryſtal ſtreams; 
£ And, waking, view'd with grief the riſing ſun, 
© And fondly mourn'd the dear deluſion gone!“ 
When thus the gather'd ſtorms of wretched love, 
In my ſwoll'n boſom with long war had ſtrove, | 
At length they broke their bounds; at length their force - 
Bore down whatever met it's ſtronger courſe ; 
| Laid all the civil bonds of manhood waſte, 
And ſcatter'd ruin as the torrent paſs'd. 
So from the hills, whoſe hollow caves contain 
The congregated ſnow and ſwelling rain, 
Till the full ſtores their ancient bounds diſdain, 
Precipitate the furious torrent flows: | 
In vain would ſpeed avoid or ſtrength oppoſe ; 
Towns, foreſts, herds, and men, promiſcuous drown'd; 
With one great death deform the dreary ground; 
The echo'd woes from diſtant rocks reſound. 
And now what impious ways my wiſhes took, 
How they the monarch and the man forſook ; 
And how I follow'd an abandon'd will, 
Thro' crooked paths and fad retreats of ill; | 
How Judah's daughters now, now foreign ſlaves, 5 
By turns my proſtituted bed receives; 
Thro' tribes of women how I looſely rang'd . 
Impatient; lik'd to-night, to-morrow chang'd ; 7 
And, by the inſtinct of capricious luſt, 
Enjoy'd, diſdain'd, was grateful or unjuſt, 
O, be theſe ſcenes from human eyes conceal'd, 
In clouds of decent ſilence juſtly veil'd! 
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* O, be the wanton images convey'd 7 
© To black oblivion and eternal ſhade ! 
© Or let their ſad epitome alone, 
And outward lines, to future age be known; 
Enough to propagate the ſure belief, 
That vice engenders ſhame, and folly broods o'er grief. . 
Bury'd in ſloth, and loft in eaſe, I lay; 
The night I revell'd, and I ſlept the day. . 
New heaps of fuel damp'd my kindling fires, 
And daily change extinguiſh'd young deſires. 
By it's own force deſtroy'd, fruition ceas'd ; 
And always weary'd, I was never pleas'd. 
No longer, now, does my neglected mind 
It's wonted ftores and old ideas find : 
Fix'd Judgment there no longer does abide, 
To take the true, or ſet the falſe aſide. 
No longer does ſwift Mem'ry trace the cells, 
Where ſpringing Wit or young Invention dwells : ; 
Frequent debauch to habitude prevails ; 
Patience of toil and loye of virtue fails. 
By fad degrees impair'd, my vigour dies, 
Till I command no longer, e'en in vice. 
The women on my dotage build their ſway : 
They aſk, I grant; they threaten, J obey. 
In regal garments now I gravely ſtride , 
| Aw'd by the Perſian damſels' haughty pride 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance and ſing, 
In robes tuck'd up, opprobrious to the king. 
Cuharm'd by their eyes, their manners I acquire, 
And ſhape my fooliſhneſs to their deſire ; 
Seduc'd and aw'd by the Philiſtine dame, 
At Dagon's ſhrine I kindle impious flame. 
With the Chaldean's charms her rites prevail, 
And curling frankincenſe aſcends to Baal. 
To each new harlot I new altars dreſs, 
And ſerve her god whoſe perſon I careſs. 
285 | 0 Where, 
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Where, my deluded Senſe, was Reaſon 1 
Where the high majeſty of David's throne? 
Where all the maxims of eternal truth, | 
With which the living God inform'd my youth ; . = 
When with. the lewd Egyprian I adore | 
Vain idols, deities that ne'er before 
In Iſrael's land had fxd their dire abodes, 
| Beaftly divinities, and droves of gods: 
Oſiris, Apis, pow' "rs that chew the cud ; 
And dog Anubis, flattrer for his food 1 
When in the woody hills“ forbidden ſhade 
J carv'd the marble, and invok'd it's aid? 
When in the fens to ſnakes and flies, with zeal 5 
Unworthy human thought, I proſtrate fell ; | 
To ſhrubs and plants my vile devotion paid, 
And ſet the bearded leek to which I pray'd'? ? 
When to all beings facred rites were giv 'n, : 5 8 50 
Forgot the e of earth and heav? 3 
Thro' theſe ſad ſhades, this chaos in my foul, 2 
Some ſeeds of light at length began t to —_— 
The riſing motion of an infant ray rnd Jem 15 | 
Shot glimm'ring thro? the cloud, and promis'd day. A 
And now, one moment able to reflect, | 
I found the king abandon'd to neglect, 
Seen without awe, and ſerv'd without reſpect. 
I found my ſubjects amicably joiinn 
To leſſen their defects by citing mine. | 
The prieſt with pity pray'd for David's race, 
And left Bis text to dwell on my diſgrace. 15 
The father, whilſt he wärn'd his erring ſon, zm gu b 
The ſad examples which he ought to ün r 2252 
Deſcrib'd, and only nam'd not Solomon. N 24 
Each bard, each ſire, did to his püpil finn g 
* A wiſe child better than a fooliſh Mgt rig 
Into myſelf my reaſon's eye J turn'd, Fl 
And as I much reflected, much I mourn'd. 
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A mighty king I am, an earthly god; 

Nations obey my word, and wait my nod: 

I raiſe or link, impriſon or ſet free; 

And life or death depends on my decree. 

Fond the idea, and the thought is vain; 

O'er Judah's king ten thouſand tyrants reign: 

© Legions of luſt, and various pow'rs of ill, 

© Inſult the maſter's tributary will; | 

And he from whom the nations ſhould receive 

* Tultice and freedom, lies himſelf a ſlave ; 

* Tortur'd by cruel change of wild deſires, 

* Laſh'd by mad rage, and ſcorch'd by brutal fres. 
O Reaſon! once again to thee I call; 

Accept my ſorrow, and retrieve my fall. 

* Wiſdom, thou ſay'ſt, from Heav'n receiv'd her birth, 

Her beams tranſmitted to the ſubje& earth: 

Vet this great empreſs of the human foul 


A * Aa 


a 


Does only with imagin'd pow'r controul; 
If reſtleſs paſſion, by rebellious ſway, 
Compels the weak uſurper to obey, 
O troubled, weak, and coward, as thou art! 
Without thy poor advice the lab'ring heart 
To worſe extremes with ſwifter ſteps would run; 
© Not ſav'd by virtue, yet by vice undone ! 
Oft have I ſaid, ** the praiſe of doing well 
« Ts to the ear as ointment to the ſmell. 
No if ſome flies perchance, however ſmall, 
Into the alabaſter urn ſhould fall; 
«© The odours of the ſweets inclos'd would die, 
« And ſtench corrupt (fad, change !) their place ſupply: 
« So the leaſt faults, if mix'd with faireſt deed, 
« Of future ill become the fatal ſeed; 
Into the balm of pureſt, virtue caſt, 
„ Annoy all life with one contagious blaſt.” 
© Loft Solomon! purſue this thought no more: : 


F Of thy ah errors recollect che ſtore; | 
— — — — And 
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And filent weep—that while the deathleſs Muſe 
Shall ſing the juſt, ſhall o'er their head diffuſe 

© Perfumes with laviſh hand, ſhe ſhall proclaim 

© Thy crimes alone; and to thy evil fame | 

* Impartial, ſcatter damps and poiſons on thy name.“ 
Awaking therefore, as who long had dream'd, 
Much of my women and their gods aſham'd, 

From this abyſs of exemplary vice 

Reſolv'd, as time might aid my thought, to riſe, 

Again I bid the mournful goddeſs write 

The fond purſuit of fugitive delight ; : 

Bid her exalt her melancholy wing; 

And, rais'd from earth, and ſav'd from paſſion, ing 
Of human hope by croſs event deſtroy d, 

Of uſeleſs wealth, and greatneſs unenjoy'd ; 

Of luſt and love, with their fantaſtick train, | 
Their wiſhes, ſmiles, and looks—deceitful all and vain. 


N 


BOOK II. 
POWER. 
THE uuf r. 


8 conſiders man through the ſeveral ſtages and conditions of life, and 
concludes, in general, that we are all miſerable. He reflects more particu- 
larly, upon the trouble and uncertainty of greatneſs and power; gives ſome 
inſtances: thereof from Adam down to himſelf; and ſtill concludes that 
ALL 1s VANITY. He reaſons again upon life, death, and a future being; 
finds human wiſdom too imperfect to reſolve his doubts ; has recourſe ta 
religion; is informed by an angel what ſhall happen to himſelf, his family, 
and his kingdom, till the redemption of Iſrael: and, upon the whole, re- 
ſolves to ſubmit his inquiries and anxieties to the will of his Creator. 


F (COME, then, my ſoul ! 1 call thee by that name; 
Thou bufy thing, from whence I know I am: 
For knowing that I am, I know thou art; | 
* Since that muſt needs exiſt, which can impart ! 
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* But how thou cam'ſ to be, or whence thy fpring 1 ? 
For various of thee prieſts and poets ſing. 

© Hear'ſt thou, ſubmiſſive, but a lowly birth, 

Some ſeparate particles of finer earth ; 

A plain effect which Nature muſt beget, 
As motion orders, and as atoms meet; 
Companion of the body's good or ill, 
From force of inſtin& more than choice of will 5 
Conſcious of fear or valour, joy or pain, 
As the wild courſes of the blood ordain : 
© Who as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 
© In youth doſt flouriſh, and with age ſhalt fail; 
Till mingled with thy partner” s lateſt breath, 
Thou fly'ſt diſſolv'd in air and loſt in death? 

Or if thy great exiſtence would aſpire 

Lo To cauſes more ſublime, of heav*nly fire ? 

© Wer't thou a ſpark ſtruck off, a ſep'rate ray, 
* Ordain'd to mingle with terreſtrial clay; 
With it condem'd for certain years to dwell, 

© To grieve it's frailties, and it's pains to feel; 
To teach it good and ill, diſgrace or fame, 
Pale it with rage, or redden it with ſhame ; 
To guide it's actions with informing care, 
© In peace to judge, to conquer in the war; 
© Render it agile, witty, valiant, ſage, 
As fits the various courſe of human age; 
Till as the earthly part decays and falls, 
„The captive breaks her priſon's mould'ring walls, 
HFHovers a while upon the ſad remains, 
Which now the pile or ſepulchre contains, 
And thence with liberty unbounded flies, 
* Impatient to regain her native ſkies ? 

« Whate'er thou art, where'er ordain'd to go, 
© (Points which we rather may diſpute than know) 
Come on, thou little inmate of this breaſt ; 
Which, for thy ſake, from paſſions I diveſt: 


< 
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For theſe, thou ſay'ſt, raiſe all the ſtormy life 
Which hinder thy repoſe, and trouble life! 

Be the fair level of thy actions laid, 

As temp'rance wills, and prudence may perſuade ; ; 
Be thy affections undiſturb'd and clear, | 
Guided to what may great or good appear, 
And try if life be worth the liver's care. 

c Amals'd in man there juſtly is beheld 

What thro” the whole creation has excell'd; 

The life and growth of plants, of beaſts the ſenſe, 
Ihe angels forecaſt and intelligence: 

Say, from theſe glorious ſeeds what harveſt flows; 
Recount our bleſſings, and compare our woes ? 

In it's true light let cleareſt Reaſon ſee 

The man dragg'd out to act, and forc'd. to be; 
Helpleſs and naked, on a woman's knees „ Wh 
To be expos'd or rear'd as ſhe may pleaſe, 
Feel her negle&, and pine from her diſeaſe: 

His tender eye by too direct a ray 

Wounded, and flying from unpractis'd day; 
His heart aſſaulted by invading air, 

And beating fervent to the vital war; 

To his young ſenſe how various forms appear, 
That ſtrike his wonder and excite his fear: 

* By his diſtortions he reveals his pains; 

* He by his tears and by his fighs complains ; ; 
Till time and uſe aſſiſt the infant wretch, 


| © By broken words and rudiments of ſpeech, 


His wants in plainer characters to ſhow, 

* And paint more perfect figures of his woe; 
Condemn'd to ſacrifice his childiſh years 
To babbling ign'rance and to empty fears; 
To paſs the riper period of his age, 
Acting his part upon a crouded ftage ; 

To laſting toils expos'd, and endleſs cares, 
To open dangers, and to ſecret ſnares ; 


6 To 
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To malice which the vengeful foe intends, 

And the more dang'rous love of ſeeming friends. 
His deeds examin'd by the people's will, 
Prone to forget the good, and blame the ill ; 
Or, ſadly cenſur'd in their curs'd debate, 

Who in the ſcorner's or the judge's ſeat 

Dare to condemn the virtue which they hate. 
Or would he rather leave this frantick ſcene, 
And trees and beaſts prefer to courts and men; 
In the remoteſt wood and lonely groet 
Certain to meet that worſt of evils, Thought; 
Diff'rent ideas to his mem'ry brought 


Some intricate, as are the pathleſs woods, 


Impetuous ſome, as the deſcending floods; 

With anxious doubts, with raging paſſions torn, 
No ſweet chmpanion near with whom to mourn, 
He hears the echoing rock return his ſighs, 

And from himſelf the frighted hermit flies. 
Thus, thro' what path ſoe' er of life we rove, 
Rage companies our hate, and grief our love; 
Vex'd with the preſent moment's heavy gloom, 
Why ſeek we brightneſs from the years to come? 
Diſturb'd and broken, like a fick man's ſleep, 
Our troubled thoughts to diſtant proſpects leap, 


Deſirous ſtill what flies us to ofertake ; 


For hope is but the dream of thoſe that wake: 
But, looking back, we ſee the dreadful train 
Of woes a-new, which, were we to fuſtain, 

We ſhould refuſe to tread the path again; 

Still adding grief, ſtill counting from the firſt, 
Judging the lateſt evil fill the worſt, 
And ſadly finding each progreſſive hour 
Heighten their number and augment their pow'r; 
Till by one countleſs ſum of woes oppreſs'd, 
Hoary with cares, and ignorant of reſt, 
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CompelPd our common impotence to mourn. 
Thus thro? the round of age to childhood we return; 
Reflecting find, that naked from the womb © 

We yeſterday came forth; that in the tomb 
Naked again we muſt to-morrow lie, 

« Born to lament, to labour, and to die. 

« Paſs we the ills which each man feels or dreads, 

© The weight or fall'n or i o'er our heads; 
The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain, OY 
The ſheepfold ſcatter'd, and the ſhepherd ſlain ; 

The frequent errors of the pathleſs wood, 

* The giddy precipice, and the dang'rous flood 5 

« The noiſome peſtlence, that in open war 

Terrible, marches thro* the mid-day air, + 

And ſcatters death; the arrow that, by night, | 

« Cuts the dank miſt, and fatal wings it's flight ; . 

© The billowing ſnow, and violence of the ſhower, . 

* That from the hills diſperſe their dreadful ſtore, i { 
And o'er the vales collected ruin pour; | 
The worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, fad gueſt; 
Canker or locuſt, hurtful to infeſt 
The blade ; while huſks elude the tiller” 8 care, 
And eminence of want diſtinguiſhes the year. 
< Paſs we the ſlow diſeaſe, and ſubtle pain, 
Which our weak frame is deſtin'd to ſuſtain 5 
The cruel ſtone, with congregated war 
"Tearing his bloody way; the cold catarrh, 
With frequent impulſe and continu'd ſtrife, 
Weak'ning the waſted feats of irkſome life; 
The gout's fierce rack, the burning fever” s rage, 
The ſad experience of decay; and Age, 
Herſelf the ſoreſt ill; while Death and Eaſe, 
Oft and in vain _—_ , or to appeaſe 
Or end the grief, with haflf wings recede 
From the vex'd patient and the ſickly bed. 


We find the vital ſprings relax'd and worn, | | 
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© Nought ſhall it profit that the charming fair, 
Angelick, ſofteſt work of Heav'n, draws near 
To the cold ſhaking, paralytick hand, 

Senſeleſs of Beauty's touch, or Love's command 
Nor longer apt or able to fulfil 
© The dictates of it's feeble maſter's will. 

, © Nought ſhall the pſaltry and the harp avail, 
© The pleaſing ſong, or well- repeated tale, 
When the quick ſpirits th warm march forbear, 
And numbing coldneſs has unbrac'd the ear. 

© 'The verdant rifing of the flow'ry hill, 
Ihe vale enamell'd, and the chryſtal rill, 
*I he ocean rolling, and the ſhelly ſhore, 
Beautiful objects! ſhall delight no more; 
When the lax'd ſinews of the weaken'd eye, 
228 In wat'ry damps or dim ſuffuſion lie. 

© Day follows night; the clouds return again, 
After the falling of the latter rain; p 
But to the aged blind ſhall ne'er return * 
Grateful viciſſitude: he ſtill muſt mourn 

The ſun, and moon, and ev'ry ſtarry light, 
Eclips'd to him, and loft in everlaſting night, _ 
« Behold where Age's wretched victim lies! | 
See his head trembling, and his half-clos'd eyes 
Frequent for breath his panting boſom heaves ; 
To broken fleep his remnant ſenſe he gives, 
And only by his pains, awaking, finds he lives. 
© Loos'd by devouring Time, the filver cord 
Diſſever'd lies; unhonour'd from the board, 
The chryſtal urn, when broken, 1s thrown by, 
And apter utenſils their place ſupply. 

Theſe things and thou muft ſhare one equal lot; 
Die, and de loſt; corrupt, and be forgot: 
While ſtill another, and anbkher race, | 
Shall now ſupply, and now give up the place. 
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From earth all came, to earth muſt all return; 
Frail as the cord, and brittle as the urn, ® 

© But be the terror of theſe ills ſuppreſs'd, # 
And view we man with health and vigour bleſs'd. 
Home he returns with the declining ſun, 

His deſtin'd taſk of labour hardly done 


Goes forth again with the aſcending ray, 


Again his travail for his bread to pay, 

And find the ill-ſuſſicient to he day. 
Haply at night he does with horror ſhun 

A widow'd daughter, or a dying ſon; 

His neighbour's offspring he to-morrow ſees, 


And doubly feels his want in their increaſe ; 


The next day, and the next, he muſt attend 
His foe triumphant, or his buried friend. 
In ev'ry act and turn of life he feels 


| Publick calamities or houſhold ills : 


The due reward to juſt deſert refus'd; _ 
The truſt betray'd, the nuptial bed abus'd; 


The judge corrupt, the long-depending cauſe, 


And doubtful iſſue of miſ- conſtru'd laws ; * 


The crafty turns of a diſhoneſt ſtate, 


And violent will of the wrong-doing great; * 
The venom'd tongue injurious to his fame, 


Which nor can wiſdom ſhun, nor fair advice reclaim. 
Eſteem we theſe, my friends, event and chance, 


Produc'd as atoms form their flutt'ring dance ? 
Or higher yet their eſſence may we draw 


From deſtin'd order and eternal law? 
Again, my Muſe, the cruel doubt repeat : 
Spring they, I ſay, from accident or Fate? 


Yet ſuch we find they are, as can controul 105 
1 wav' ring ſoul; '» 

Can fright, can alter, or can chain the will ; 

Their ills all built on life, that fundamental ill, 


O fatal 


© Who to his deſtin'd ſtage has carry'd on 
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O fatal ſearch! in which the lab'ring mind, 

Still preſs'd with weight of woe, ſtill hopes to find 

A ſhadow of delight, a dream of peace, 

© From years of pain one moment of releaſe : 

Hoping, at leaſt, ſhe may herſelf deceive ; 


* 


A 


Againſt experience willing to believe; 


Deſirous to rejoice, condemn'd to grieve. 
_ © Happy the mortal man, who now, at laſt, 
© Has thro? this doleful vale of mis'ry paſs'd; 


= 


The tedious load, and laid his burden down; 


© Whom the cut braſs, or wounded marble, ſhows 


* 


Victor o'er Life, and all her train of woes: 
© He happier yet, who, privileg'd by Fate, 


© To ſhorter labour and a lighter weight, 
© Receiv'd but yeſterday the gift of breath, 
© Order'd to-morrow to return to death. 


© But, O! beyond deſcription, happieſt he 


© Who ne'er muſt roll on life's tumultuous ſea; 


* Exempt, muſt never force the teeming womb, 
Nor ſee the fun, nor fink into the tomb. . 
Who breathes muſt ſuffer, and who thinks muſt 1 mourn ; 
© And he alone is bleſs'd who ne'er was born.” 
© Yet, in thy turn, thou frowning Preacher, hear 1 | 
© Are not theſe general maxims too ſevere? ._ 
Say, cannot Pow'r ſecure it's owner's bliſs ? 


Who, with bleſs'd freedom, from the gen'ral doom ; | 5 


And is not Wealth the potent ſire of Peace? 
Are victors bleſs'd with fame, or kings with eaſe 2 
I tell thee, life is But one common care, 
* And man was born to ſuffer and to fear.“ 
But is no rank, no ation, no degree, 
From this contagious taint of ſorrow free ?' 
None, mortal! none! yet in a bolder ſtrain, 


Let me this melancholy truth maintain. | 
2 | | ny | But 
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© But hence, ye worldly, and prophane, retire ; 
For I adapt my voice, aud raiſe my lyre 
To notions not by vulgar ear receivꝰd 
© Ye flill muſt covet life and be deceiv'd; 
© Your very fear of death ſhall make ye try 
* To catch the ſhade of immortality, 
_ © Wiſhing on earth to linger, and to ſave 
Part of it's prey from the devouring grave; 
To thoſe who may ſurvive you to bequeath 


S Something entire, in ſpite of Time and Death 3 


A fancy'd kind of being to retrieve, 
© And in a book, or from a building, live. 
« Falſe hope! vain labour! let ſome ages fly; 
The dome ſhall moulder, and the volume die. 
« Wretches, ſtill taught, ſtill will ye think it ſtrange, 
That all the parts of this great fabriek change, 
| © Quit their old ſtation and primeval frame, 
And loſe their ſhape, their eſſence, and their name? 
Reduce the ſong ; our hopes, our joys are vain 3 ; 
Our lot is ſorrow, and our portion pain. 
© What pauſe from woe, what hopes of comfort bring 
The name of wile or great, of judge or king? 
What is a king —a man condemn'd to bea 
The publick burden of the nation's care: ; 
© Now crown'd, ſome angry faction to appeaſe; 
© Now falls a victim to the people's eaſe. 
From the firſt blooming of his ill-taught youth, 
© Nouriſh'd in flatt'ry, and eſtrang'd from truth; 
At home ſurrounded by a ſervile crowd, 
Prompt to abuſe, and in ot Bd: 
© Abroad begirt with men, and ſworgs, and ſpears ; 
His very ſtate acknowlcdging his fears; 5 
Marching amidſt a thouſand guards, he ſhows | 
His ſecret terror of a thouſand foes; 
© In war, however prudent, great, or brave, 
© To blind events and fickle chance a ſlave ; 
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© Seeking to ſettle what for ever flies, 
© Sure of the toil, uncertain of the prize. 
But he returns with conqueſt on his brow; 
Brings up the triumph, and abſolves the vo: 5 
The captive generals to his car are ty'd; 
The joyful citizens? tumultuous tide, 
< Echoing his glory, gratify his pride. 

What is this triumph! madnefs, ſhouts, and noiſe; , 
One great collection of the people's voice, 

The wretches he brings back, in chains relate 
© What may to-morrow be the victor's fate: 

The ſpoils and trophies, borne before him, ſhew 

© National loſs, and epidemick woe; 

Various diſtreſs, which he and his may know. 
Does he not mourn the valiant thouſands ſlain; _ 
The heroes, once the glory of the plain? 

© Left in the conflict of the fatal day, . = ch = 
Or the wolf's Portion, or the vulture's prey? 

Does he not weep the laurel which he wears, 

Wet with the ſoldiers blood and widows tears? 

See, where he comes, the darling of the war! 

See millions crouding round the gilded car! 

© In the vaſt joys of this extatick hour, 

And full fruition of ſucceſsful pow'r, 
One moment and one thought might let him ſcan 

© The various turns of life, and fickle ſtate of man. 

* Are the dire images of ſad diſtruſt, 

* And popular change, obſcur'd amid the duſt 

© That riſes from the victor's rapid wheel? 
| Can the loud clarion or ſhrill fife repel 
The inward cries of Care? can Nature's voice, 
*# Plaintive, be drown'd, or leſſen'd in the noiſe; 

© Tho? ſhouts, as thunder loud, affli the air, 
Stun the birds, now releas'd, and ſhake the iv'ry chair ? | 
© Yon crowd, (he might reflect) yon joyful crowd, | _ 
5 Pleag'd with my honours, in my praiſes loud, Fo 
| * (Should 
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„(Should fleeting Vict'ry to the vanquiſh'd go, 
Should ſhe depreſs my arms, and raiſe the foe) 
Would for that foe with equal ardour wait 
At the high palace or the crouded gate; 
With reſtleſs rage would pull my ſtatues down, 
© And caſt the braſs anew to his renown. | 
O impotent deſire of worldly ſway ! 
That I, who make the triumph of to-day, 
May of to-morrow's pomp one part appear, 
© Ghaſtly with wounds, and lifeleſs on the bier! 
Then, (vileneſs of mankind !) then, of ail theſe 
* Whom my dilated eye with labour ſees, ; 
Would one, alas! repeat me good or great, 
© Waſh my pale body, or bewail my fate? 
© Or, march'd I chain'd behind the hoſtile car, 
The victor's paſtime, and the ſport of war, 
Would one, would one his pitying ſorrow lend, 2 
Or be ſo poor, to own he was my Fiend * 
Avails it then, O Reaſon, to be wiſe? 
To ſee this cruel ſcene with quicker eyes ? 
* To know with more diſtinction to complain > 
And have ſuperior ſenſe in feeling pain ? 
Let us revolve, that roll with ſtricteſt eye 
Where ſafe from Time diſtinguiſh'd actions lie; 
And judge if greatneſs be exempt from pain, 
Or pleaſure ever may with pow'r remain. 1 0 
Adam, great type, for whom the world was made, 
E The faireſt bleſſing to his arms convey'd, 
A charming wife! and air, and ſea, and land, 
< And all that move therein, to his command 
© Render'd obedient : ſay, my penſive Muſe, 
What did theſe golden promiſes produce ? 
5 Scarce taſting life, he was of joy bereav'd ; 
One day, I think, in Paradiſe he liv'd, 
« Deſtin'd the next his journey to purſue, 
Where wounding thorns and curſed thiſtles grew. 
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© Fre yet he earns his bread, a-down his brow, | m0 © 
© Inclin'd to earth, his lab'ring ſweat muſt flow; 7 
His limbs muſt ache, with daily toils oppreſs'd, 
« Ere long-wiſh*d night brings neceſſary reſt : 
„Still viewing with regret his darling Eve, 
© He for her follies and his own muſt grieve. 
=. < 'Bewailing till afreſh their hapleſs choice, 
* His ear oft irighted with the imag'd voice 4 * 
Of Heav'n, when firſt it thunder'd; oft his view 
« Aghaſt, as when the infant lightning flew, 
And the ſtern cherub ſtoppꝰd the fatal road, 
Arm'd with the flames of an avenging God. 
His younger ſon on the polluted ground, 
Firſt-fruit of death, lies plaintive of a wound 
8 n by a brother s hand ; his eldeſt birth 
mark'd by le av'n, a fugitive o'er earth: 
C ""Þ why theſe ſorrows heap d upon the ſire, 
Becomes nor man nor angel to enquire. | 
Each age ſinn'd on, and guilt advanc'd with time; 
© The ſon ſtill added to the father's crime: 
Till God aroſe; and, great in anger, ſaid, 
« Lo! it repenteth me that man was made. 
«« Withdraw thy light, thou ſun! be dark, ye ſkies! 
« And, from your deep abyſs, ye waters, riſe !'? 
The frighted angels heard th' Almighty Lord, 
And o'er the earth, from wrathful viols, pour'd 3 
Tempeſts and ſtorms, obedient to his word. ) 
© Mean time his Providence to Noah gave 
Ilie guard of all that he deſign'd to fave: 
Exempt from gen'ral doom the patriarch ſtood, | 
Contemn'd the waves, and triumph'd o'er the flogd. * | 
© The winds fall flen and the waves decreaſe; # z 1 
The dove brings quiet, and the olive peace: | 
Vet ſtill his heart does inward ſorrow feel, 
# Which faith alone forbids him to ved 
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ah, FE If « on the backward world his views are caft, 

; 'Tis death diffus'd, and univerſal waſte. 

Preſent, (ſad proſpect :) can he aught deſcry 

But (what affects his melancholy eye) 

The beauties of the ancient fabrick loſt, 

In chains of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary coaſt? 
While to high heav'n his pious breathings turn'd, 
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Weeping he hop'd, and ſacrificing mourn'd ; 
When of God's image only eight he found 
Snatcf'd from the wat” ry grave, and ſav'd from nations drown” d; 
And of three ſons, the future, hopes of earth, 
The ſeed whence empires muſt receive their birth, 
One he foreſees excluded heav'nly grace, 

And mark'd with curſes fatal to his race. 
Abraham, potent prince, the friend offGod! 
Of human ills muſt bear the deſtin'd ac 

By blood and battles muſt his poyſſir maintain, | 
And flay the monarchs ere he rules the plain; 
Muſt deal juſt portions of a ſervile life 

To a proud handmaid and a peeviſh wife; 

Muſt with the mother leave the weeping ſon, 
In want to wander and in wilds to groan; 


« Muſt take his other child, his age's hope, 
To trembling Moriam's melancholy top, 


0 


A 


A 
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Order'd to drench his knife in filial blood, 
Deſtroy his heir, or diſobey his God. 
© Moſes beheld that God ; but how beheld ? | 
The Deity, in radiant beams conceal'd, 
And clouded in a deep abyſs of light ? 
* we preſent, too ſevere for human ſight, 

or ſtaying longer than one ſwift-wihg'd night : 


a The following days, and months 
To fierce encounteg, and to toilſome deed. 
* His youth with wants and hardihips muſt engage; 


and years, decreed | 


* Plots and reh lüb. muſt diſturb his age: 
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Some Corah till aroſe, ſome rebel ſlave, | 

© Prompter to ſink the ſtate, than he to ſave C- 
And Iſrael did his rage ſo far provoke, 

© That what the Godhead wrote the prophet broke. 
His voice ſcarce heard; his dictates ſcarce believ'd; 
In camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he lv'd ; 

And dy'd obedient to ſevereſt law, Io 
Forbid to tread the promis'd land he ſaw; | 

My father's life was one long line of care; 

A ſcene of danger, and a ſtate of war. 

Alarm'd, expos'd, his childhood muſt engage 

The bear's rough gripe, and foaming lion's rages 

© By various turns his threaten'd youth muſt fear 
© Goliah's lifted ſword, and Saul's emitted ſpear, 
© Forlorn he muſt, ad perſecuted, fl, — ns f 
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c Climb the ſteep mountain, in the cavern lie, 
© And often aſky and be refus'd to die. 
For ever from his manly toil are known 
© The weight of pow'r, and anguiſh of a crown, 
© What tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs monarch's woes, 
When God and Nathan were declar'd his foes ? 
© When ev'ry object his offence revil'd; 


The huſband murder'd, and the wife defibd; | 


The parent's fins impreſs'd upon the dying child ? 
What heart can think the grief which he ſuſtain' d, 
When the king's crime brought vengeance on the land ; 
And the inexorable prophet's voice 

Gave famine, plague, or war, and bid him fix his choice. 
He dy'd; and, oh! may no reflection ſhed 

It's pois' nous venom on the royal dead. 

© Yet the unwilling truth muſt be expreſs'd, 
Which long has labour'd in this penſive breaſt: 

© Dying, he added to my weight of care; 

He made me to his crimes undoubted heir; 

Left his unfiniſh'd murder to his fon, + 

And Joab's blood entail'd on Judah's crown: 
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© Young as I was, I haſted to fulfil 
The cruel dictates of my parent's will: 
Of his fair deeds a diſtant view I took, 
«© But turn'd the tube upon his faults to look; 
Forgot his youth, ſpent in his country's cauſe, 
His care of right, his rev'rence to the laws, 
© But could with joy his years of folly trace, 
© Broken and old in Bathſheba's embrace ; 'K | 
Could follow him where'er he ftray'd from good, 
© And cite his ſad example, whilſt I trod 
Paths open to deceit, and track'd with blood. 
© Soon docile to the ſecret acts of ill, 
With ſmiles I could betray, with temper kill 3 ; 
© Soon in a brother could a rival view, 
Watch all his acts, and all his ways purſue : 
© In vain for life he to the altar fled ; _ 
Ambition and Revenge have certain ſpeed. 
© Fen there, my ſoul, e'en there he ſhould have fell, 
© But that my int'reſt did my rage conceal. 
< Doubling my crime, I promiſe and deceive, 
« Purpoſe to ſlay, whilſt ſwearing to forgive. 
< Treaties,_perſuaſions, ſighs, and tears, are vain 
© With a mean lye curs'd vengeance I ſuſtain, 
£ Join fraud to force, and policy to pow'r, 
« Till of the deſtin'd fugitive ſecure, 
© In ſolemn ſtate to parricide I rife, 
© And, as God lives, this day my brother dies. 
Be witneſs to my tears, celeſtial Muſe 1 
© In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe 
© Fraternal blood by my direction ſpilt; 
. © In vain on Joab's head transfer the guilt. 
The deed was acted by the ſubject's hand, 
The ſword was pointed by the king's command, 
© Mine was the murder; it was mine alone: 
© Years of contrition muſt the crime atone ; 
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Nor can my guilty ſoul expect relief 
5 But from a long ſincerity of grief.” 

With an imperfect hand, and trembling heart, 
[Her love of truth ſuperior to her art) 
Already the reflecting Muſe has trac'd 
The mournful figures of my actions paſt, 
The penſive goddeſs has already taught 
How vain is hope, and kow vexatious thought; 
From growing childhood to declining age, 
How tedious ev'ry ſtep, how gloomy ev'ry ſtage, 
'This courſe of vanity almoſt compleat, 
Tir'd in the field of life, I hope retreat 
In the ſtill ſhades of death ; for dread, and pain, 
And grief, will find their ſhafts elanc'd in vain ; 
And their points broke, retorted from the head, 
Safe in the grave, and free among the dead, 

vet tell me, frighted Reaſon, what is death ? 

© Blood only ſtopp'd, and interrupted breath? 
The utmoſt limit of a narrow ſpan, 
And end of motion, which with life began? 
© As fmoke that riſes from the kindling fires 
Is ſeen this moment, and the next expires ; 

As empty clouds by rifing winds are toſs'd, 
© Their fleeting forms ſcarce ſooner found than loft : 
So vaniſhes our ſtate, ſo paſs our days, 
© So life but opens now, and now decays ; 
The cradle and the tomb, alas! ſo nigh, 

To hve is ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from to die.“ 
Cure of the miſer's wiſh, and coward's fear, 
Death only ſhews us what we knew was near. 
# With courage, therefore, view the pointed hour, 
Dread nat Death's anger, but expect his pow'r; 

Nor Nature's law with fruitleſs ſorrow mourn, 
But die, O mortal man! for thou waſt born.” 
Cautioys thro? doubt, by want of courage wile, 
To ſuch advice the reas'ner ſtill replies, 
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Vet meaſuring all the long continu'd ſpace, 
© Ev'ry ſucceſlive day's repeated race, 
© Since Time firſt ſtarted from his priſtine goal, 
Till he had reach'd that hour wherein my ſoul, 
© Join'd to my body, ſwell'd the womb, I was 
(At leaſt I think ſo) nothing: muſt I paſs 

Again to nothing, when this vital breath, 
Ceaſing, conſigns me o'er to reſt and death? 

_ © Muſt the whole man, amazing thought! return; 

To the cold marble, or contracted urn? 
© And never ſhall thoſe particles agree, 
© 'That were in life this individual he? 
But ſever'd, muſt they join the general maſs, . 
Thro' other forms and ſhapes ordain'd to . 5 
Nor thought nor image kept of what he was? 
Does the Great Word, that gave him ſenſe, dds 
© That life ſhall never wake that ſenſe again? 

And will no pow'r his finking ſpirits fave 

From the dark caves of death, and chambers of the grave 7 

Each ev'ning I behold the ſetting ſun 

With downward ſpeed into the ocean run; 
vet the ſame light (paſs but ſome fleeting hours) 
7 Exerts his vigour, and renews his pow'rs ; 
F « Starts the bright race again : his conſtant flame 
7 Riſes and ſets, returning ſtill tae ſame, 
EI mark the various fury of the winds; 
5 Theſe neither ſeaſons guide, nor order binds : 
6 They n now dilate, and now contract their force ; 
G Various their ſpeed, but endleſs is their courſe. 
« F rom his firſt fountain and beginning ouze, 
© Down to the ſea each brook and torrent flows; ; 

| : Tho? ſundry drops or leave or ſwell the fiream, 
The whole till runs, with equal pace the dame; ; 

Still other waves ſupply the riſing urns, 
' And the eternal flood no want of wajer mourns, 
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With murd'rous rapine and ſeditious ſtrife, 
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Why then muſt man obey the ſad decree, 
Which ſubjects neither ſun, nor wind, nor ſea? 
A flower, that does with op'ning morn ariſe, 
And, flouriſhing the day, at evening dies; 

A winged eaſtern blaſt, juſt ſkimming o'er 


The ocean's brow, and finking on the ſhore ; 


A fire, whoſe flames thro? crackling ſtubble fly 3 


A meteor ſhooting from the ſummer ſky ; 


A bowl a-down the bending mountain rolld ; 

A bubble breaking, and a fable told ; 

A noon-tide ſhadow, and a midnight dream; 

Are emblems which, with ſemblance apt, proclaim 


Our earthly courſe : but, O my ſoul! ſo fat 


Muſt life run off, and death for ever laſt ! 
© This dark opinion, ſure, is too confin'd 
Elſe whence this hope and terror of the mind? 


Does ſomething ſtill, and ſomewhere, yet remain, | 


Reward or puniſhment, delight or pain? 

Say; ſhall our relicks ſecond birth receive! 

Sleep we to wake, and only die to live? 

When the ſad wife has clos'd her huſband's eyes, 
And pierc'd the echoing vault with doleful cries, 


Lies the pale corſe not yet entirely dead, 


The ſpirit only from the body fled ; 

The groſſer part of heat and motion void, 
To be by fire, or worm, or time, deſtroy'd ; 
The ſoul, immortal ſubſtance, to remain 
Conſcious of joy, and capable of pain ? 

And if her acts have been directed well, 


While with her friendly clay ſhe deign'd to dwell, 


Shall ſhe with ſafety reach her priſtine ſeat, 
Find her reſt endleſs, and her bliſs compleat ? 
And while the buried man we idly mourn, 
Do angels joy to ſee his better half return? 
But if ſhe has deform'd this earthly life 
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, Ainav'd; repuls'd, and by thoſe angels driv'n 
„From the ethereal ſeat and bliſsful heav'n, 

In everlaſting darkneſs muſt ſhe lie, 
Still more unhappy that ſhe cannot die? 

* Amid two ſeas, on one ſmall point of land, 
#* Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz'd, we ſtand; 
On either fide our thoughts inceſſant turn ; 
Forward we dread; and looking back we mourn ; 
* Loſing the preſent in this dubious haſte, 
And loſt ourſelves betwixt the future and the paſt.? 
Theſe cruel doubts contending in my breaſt, 
My reaſon ſtaggering, and my hopes oppreſs'd, 
Once more,” I ſaid, once more I will inquire 
What is this little, agile, pervious fire; 
This flutt'ring motion which we gall the Mind, 
* How does fhe act? and where is ſhe confin'd ? 
Have we the pow'r to guide her as we pleaſe ? 
© Whence then thoſe evils that obſtruct our eaſe } 
We happineſs purſue ; we fly from pain; 
Vet the purſuit, and yet the flight is vain 
And while poor Nature labours to be bleſs'd, 
© By day with pleaſure, and by night with reſt, 
Some ſtronger pow'r eludes our fickly will, 
© Daſhing our riſing hope with certain ill; 
And makes us with reflective trouble ſee, 
That all is deſtin'd, which we fancy free. 


© That Pow'r ſuperior, then, which rules our mind, 


Is his decree by human pray'r inclin'd ? 

T Will he for ſacrifice our ſorrows eaſe ? 

And can our tears reverſe his firm decrees? 
Then let religion aid where reaſon fails, 

© Throw loads of incenſe ia to turn the ſcales ; 

© And let the ſilent ſanctuary ſhow 

What from the babbling ſchools we may not know, 


How man may ſhun, or bear, his deſtin'd part of woe. 


© What 
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© What ſhall amend, or what abſolve our fate? 
e | Anxious we hover in a mediate ſtate, 
© Betwixt infinity and nothing; bounds, 
Or boundleſs terms, whoſe doubtful ſenſe confounds : 
© Unequal thought! whilſt all we apprehend 
© Is, that our hopes mult riſe, our ſorrows end; 
As our Creator deigns to be our friend.” 
I ſaid : and inſtant bade the prieſts prepare 
The ritual ſacrifice, and ſolemn pray'r. 
Select from vulgar herds, with garlands gay, 
A hundred bulls aſcend the ſacred way : 
The artful youth proceed to form the choir, 
They breathe the flute, or ſtrike the vocal wire, 
The maids in comely order next advance, 
They beat the timbrel, and inſtruct the dance: 
Follows the choſen tribe, from Levi ſprung, 
Chaunting by juſt return the holy ſong. 
Along the choir in ſolemn ſtate they paſs'd, 
Ihe anxious king came laſt. 
The ſacred hymn perform'd, my promis'd vow | 
I paid; and, bowing at the altar low, 
Father of heav'n!' I ſaid, and Judge of earth! 
© Whoſe word call'd out this univerſe to birth ; 
By whoſe kind pow'r, and influencing care, 
r The various creatures move, and live, and are; 
But ceaſing once that care, withdrawn that pow'r, 
They move (alas !) and live, and are no more: 
Omniſcient Maſter, omni-preſent King, 
To thee, to thee, my laſt diſtreſs I bring. 
© Thou that canſt ftill the raging of the ſeas, 
Chain up the winds, and bid the tempeſts ceaſe, 
Redeem my ſhipwreck'd ſoul from raging guſts 
Of cruel paſſion and deceitful luſts; 
From ſtorms of rage, and dang'rous rocks of pride, 
Let thy ſtrong hand this little veſſel guide 
(It was thy hand that made it!) thro” the tide 
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Impetuous of this life: let thy command 
© Dire& my courſe, and bring me ſafe to land. 


© If, while this weary'd fleſh draws fleeting breath, 


Not ſatisfy'd with life, afraid of death, 

© It haply be thy will that I ſhould know 

« Glimpſe of delight, or pauſe from anxious woe; 
From now, from inſtant now, great Sire! diſpel! 
The clouds that preſs my ſoul ; from now reveal 
A pracious beam of light; from now inſpire 

© My tongue to ſing, my hand to touch the lyre; 
My open'd thought to joyous proſpects raiſe, 
And for thy mercy let me ſing thy praiſe : 

Or, if thy will ordains I fill ſhall wait 

© Some new hereafter, and a future ſtate, 
Permit me ſtrength my weight of woe to bear, 
And raiſe my mind ſuperior to my care. 

© Let me, howe'er unable to explain 

The ſecret labyrinths of thy ways to man, 

With humble zeal confeſs thy awful pow'r ; 

© Still weeping hope, and, wond'ring ſtill adore t 
So in my conqueſt be thy might declar'd, 
And for thy juſtice be thy name rever'd.” 

My pray'r ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous gloom 
Darkens the air; loud thunder ſhakes the dome: 
To the beginning miracle ſucceed 

An awful filence and religious dread. 

Sudden breaks forth a more than common day; 
The ſacred wood, which on the altar lay, 
Untouch'd, unlighted glows— | 
Ambroſial odour, ſuch as never flows 
From Arab's gum or the Sabæan roſe, 
Does round the air evolving ſcents diffuſe? 
The holy ground is wet with heav'nly dews. 
Celeſtial muſick (ſuch Jeſſides' lyre, 

Such Miriam's timbrel, would in vain require) 
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Strikes to my thought thro' my admiring ear, 
With extaſy too fine, and pleaſure hard to bear: 
And, lo! what ſees my raviſh'd eye! what feels 
My wond'ring ſoul! an op'ning cloud reveals 
An heav'nly form embody'd, and array'd 
With robes of light. I heard. The angel ſaid : 
« Ceaſe, Man, of woman born, to hope relief, 
From daily trouble and continu'd grief. 
8 Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind; 
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5 Suppreſs thy paſſions, and prepare thy mind. if 
Free and familiar with misfortune grow; 4 
© Be us'd to ſorrow, and inur'd to woe. i 
© By weak'ning toil and hoary age o'ercome,” 9 
See thy decreaſe, and haſten to thy tomb. 4 
Leave to thy children tumult, ſtrife, and war, "y 
© Portions of toil, and legacies of care : | 1 | 
© Send the ſucceſſive ills thro ages down, ö i | 
© And let each weeping father tell his ſon, i 
© That, deeper ſtruck, and more diſtinctly griev'd, 1 
He muſt augment the ſorrows he receiy'd. A 

© The child, to whoſe ſucceſs thy hope is bound, "oY 

© Ere thou art ſcarce interr'd, or he is crown'd, | 4 
To luſt of arbitrary ſway inclin'd, | [ 
© (That curſed poiſon to the prince's mind!) 4 
Shall from thy dictates and his duty rove, A 
And loſe his great defence, his people's love; 1 
« "= 


IIl-counſell'd, vanquiſh'd, fugitive, diſgrac'd, 

© Shall mourn the fame of Jacob's ſtrength effac'd ; 

Shall ſigh the king diminiſh'd, and the crown 

With leſſen'd rays deſcending to his ſon ; , 

© Shall ſee the wreaths his grandſire knew to reap, 

© Ry active toil and military ſweat, _ 

Pining incline their ſickly leaves, and med 

„Their falling honours from his giddy head; 

Buy arms or pray'r unable to aſſuage 

Domeſtick horror; and inteſtine rage 
OE 3 9 — 
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Shall from the victor and the vanquiſh'd fear, 
From Iſrael's arrow, and from Judah's ſpear ; | 
© Shall caſt his weary'd limbs on Jordan's flood, 
© By, brothers arms diſturb'd, and ſtain'd with kindred blood. 
Hence lab'ring years ſhall weep their deſtin'd race, 
© Charg'd with ill omens, ſully'd with diſgrace. 
© Time, by neceſſity compell'd, ſhall go 
© 'Thro' ſcenes of war, and epochas of woe: 
The empire, leſſen'd in a parted ſtream, 
© Shall loſe it's courſe— 
© Indulge thy tears: the heathen mall blaſpheme; 
Judah ſhall fall, oppreſs'd by grief and ſhame, 
And men ſhall from her ruins know her fame. 
New Egypts yet, and ſecond bonds remain; 
A harſher Pharaoh, and a heavier chain. 
* Apain, obedient to a dire command, 
Thy captive ſons ſhall leave the Promis'd Land; 5 
Their name more low, their ſervitude more vile, 
Shall on Evphrates' bank renew the grief of Nile. 
© Theſe pointed ſpires that wound the ambient ſky, 
Inglorious change J) ſhall in deſtruction lie 
Low, levell'd with the duſt ; their heights unknown, 
Or meaſur'd by their ruin. Yonder throne, 
For laſting glory built, deſign'd the ſeat 
Of kings for ever bleſs'd, for ever great, 
Remov'd by the invader's ba rb'rous hand, 
Shall grace his triumph in a foreign land. 
The tyrant ſhall demand yon ſacred load 
Of gold and veſſels ſet apart to God; „„ 
Then, by vile hands to common uſe debas'd, ! 


„ A m * 8 


* 


Shall ſend them flowing round his drunken feaſt, 
With ſacrilegious taunt, and impious jeſt, 
Twice fourteen ages ſhall their way compleat ; 
Empires by various turns ſhall riſe and ſet : 

While thy abandon'd tribes ſhall only know 

A diff rent maſter, and a change of woe ; 


A 
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© With 
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With downcaſt eye-lids, and with looks aghaſt, 

Shall dread the future, or bewail the paſt. Al 
Afflicted Ifrael ſhall fit weeping down, ES 1 

© Faſt by the ſtreams where Babel's waters run; | 

© Their harps upon the neighb'ring willows hung, 

Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue, 
Nor chearful dance their feet; with toil oppreſs' d, 

© Their weary'd limbs aſpiring but to reſt. 

© In the reflective ſtream the ſighing bride, 

Viewing her charms impair'd, abaſh'd ſhall hide 

Fer penfive head; and in her languid face | 

© The bridegroom ſhall foreſee his fickly race; 
While pond'rous fetters vex their cloſe embrace. 

With irkſome anguiſh then your prieſts ſhall mourn 
Their long-neglected feaſts deſpair'd return, 

© And fad oblivion of their ſolemn days: 

c Thenceforth their voices they ſhall only raiſe, 
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Louder to weep. By day, your frighted ſeers 'q 
* Shall call for fountains to expreſs their tears, i] 
« And wiſh their eyes were floods: by night, from dreams. 4 
Of opening gulphs, black ſtorms, and raging flames, # 
© Starting amaz'd, ſhall to the people ſhew _ if 
© Emblems of heay'nly wrath, and myſtick types of woe. f 
3 captives, as their tyrant ſhall require þ 


That they ſhould breathe the ſong, and touch the lyre, 
© Shall ſay, Can Jacob's ſervile race rejoice, 
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« Untun'd the muſick, and diſus'd the voice? 
« What can we play?“ they ſhall diſcourſe ; © how ling | 
« In foreign lands, and to a barb'rous king? 1 
« We and our fathers, from our childhood bred | 
« Fo watch the cruel victor's eye, to dread j 
ec The arbitrary laſh, to bend, to grieve, 11 
4 (Out-caft of mortal race ]) can we conceive [4 
« Image of aught delightful, ſoſt, or gay? in 
« Alas! when we have toil'd the longſome day, 3 1 
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«© The fulleſt bliſs our hearts aſpire to know, 
Is but ſome interval from active woe; 
In broken reſt and ſtartling ſleep to mourn, 
Till morn the tyrant and the ſcourge return. 
„ Bred up in grief, can pleaſure be our theme? 4 
«« Our endleſs anguiſh does not Nature claim? 
* Reaſon and ſorrow are to us the fame. 
« Alas! with wild amazement we require 
« If idle Folly was not Pleaſure's fire ? 
« Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim'd birth 
« To grinning Laughter and to frantick Mirth.” 8 
© This is the ſeries of perpetual woe, 
© Which thou, alas! and thine, are born to know. 
© THluftrious wretch ! repine not, nor reply; + * 
View not what Heav'n ordains with Reaſon's eye; g 
Too bright the object is, the diſtance is too high, 
© The man who would reſolve the work of Fate, 
May limit number, and make crooked ſtraight 2 
* Stop thy enquiry, then, and curb thy ſenſe, 
Nor let duft argue with Omnipotence. 
*Tis God who muſt diſpoſe; and man ſultain, 
Born to endure, forbidden to complain : 
«* Thy ſum of life muſt his decrees fulfil; a | 


* 


a 


What derogates from his command, is ill, 
And that alone is good which centres in his will. 
Vet that thy lab'ring ſenſes may not droop, 
Loſt to delight, and deſtitute of hope; | 
* Remark what I, God's meſſenger, aver, 
From him who neither can deceive nor err. N 
The land, at length redeem'd, ſhall ceaſe to "mourn; 
Shall from her fad captivity return, © * 
Sion ſhall raiſe her long-dejected head, 

And in her courts the law again be read. 

Again the glorious Temple ſhall ariſe, 

And with new luftre pierce the neighb'ring ſkies. 
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The promis'd ſeat of empire ſhall again 
Cover the mountain, and command the plain ; 
And, from thy race diſtinguiſh'd, One ſhall ſpring, 
Greater in act than victor, more than king 
In dignity and pow'r; ſent down from heav'n 
To ſuccour earth, To Him, to Him *tis giv'n, 
Paſſion, and care, and anguiſh, to deſtroy. 
© Thro*' Him, ſoft peace, and plenitude of joy, 
7 Perpetual o'er the world redeem'd ſhall flow ! 
© No more may man enquire, nor angel know. 
© Now, Solomon! rememb'ring who thou art, 
Act thro' thy remnant life the decent part. 
Go forth; be ſtrong ; with patience and with « care 
Perform and ſuffer ; to thyſelf ſevere, 
«© Gracious to others, thy deſires ſuppreſs'd, 
© Diffus'd thy virtues; firſt of men! be beſt. 
© Thy ſum of duty let two words contain; 
O may they graven in thy heart remain! 
Be humble, and be juſt!” The angel ſaid; 
With upward ſpeed his agile wings he ſpread; 
Whilſt on the holy ground I proſtrate lay, 
By various doubts impell'd, or to obey, 
Or to object: at length (my mournful look 
Heav*n-ward erect) determin'd, thus I ſpoke ; 
Supreme, all-wiſe, eternal Potentate ! 
© Sole Author, ſole Diſpoſer of our fate ! 
© Enthron'd in light and immortality !. 
© Whom no man fully ſees, and none can ſee! 
Original of Beings | Power Divine! 
Since that I live, and that I think, is thine ; 
'* Benign Creator! let thy plaſtick hand 
& Diſpoſe it's own effect: let thy command 
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« Reſtore, Great F ather, thy inſtructed ſon, 1 
And in my act may Thy great Will be done!“ 8 {4 
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BEAUTIES, OF POETRY, 


EDWIN AND EMMA, 


MR. MALLET. 


AR in the windings of a vale, | 
_ Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 


| 7 he ſafe retreat of Health and | Peace, 


An humble cottage ſtood: 


There 1 Ks fouriſh'd fair 


Beneath a mother's eye ; 


© Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 


To ſee her viels'd, and die. : 


The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature "IO 


Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour ſmiles thro? heav'n, 
When vernal mornings break. 


Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains : 


That fun, who bids their diamond blaze, | 


FN paint our lily deigns. 


Long had ſhe fll'd each youth with love, 


Each maiden with deſpair; 
And tho” by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet koey not the was fair : 


Tin Edwin came, the ide of nen, 
A ſoul devoid of art; 

And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 


A mutual 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 155 | 
A mutual flame was quickly caught; . [| 
Was quickly too reveald; 4 


For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


What happy hours of home-felt bliſs 
Did love on both beſtow! ! 
But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
| Where Fortune proves a for. 
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His ſiſter, who, like Envy form'd, | 4 

Like her in miſchief joy'd, 1 

; To work them harm, with wicked fall, | | 
Each darker art employ d. 


The Father too, a fordid TIP | 
Who love nor pity knew, N f | 
Was all unfeeling as the clod F 


From whence his riches grew. 
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Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'd; 
Then with a father's. frown at laſt 
Had ſternly diſapprov'd. 


* 


In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 8 1 
Of diffrent paſſions ſtrove: e 4 


His heart, that durſt not diſobey, N 


Yet could not ceaſe to love. 


Deny'd her ſight, he oft behind 

The ſpreading hawthorn crept ; 

To ſnateh à glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. — 5 
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Oft, too, on Stanemore*s wint'ry waſte, 


Beneath the moon-light ſhade, 


In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 


The midnight mourner ſtray'd. 


His cheek, where health with beauty * 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt: 


So fades the freſh roſe in it's prime, | 


Before the northern blaſt. 


The parents now, with late remorſe wo 


Hung o'er his dying bed ; 


And wearied Heaven with fruitleſs vows, | 
. And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed, 


„is paſtl' he «yd; 0 but if your ſouls 


Sweet mercy yet can move, 


© Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 


© What they muſt ever love!“ FI 
She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear : 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear. 


But, oh ! his ſiſter's jealous care, 


(A cruel ſiſter ſhe !) 
Forbade what Emma came to fay ; ; 
_ © My Edwin, live for me!“ 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 


The church-yard path along, 


The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ferean'd 
Fler lover's funeral ſong. 


\ 


Amid 
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| Amid the falling eloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found 
In ev'ry buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 
His groan in ev'ry ſound. 


Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd 
The viſionary vale - 
When lo! the death-bell fnidts her ear, 

Sad ſounding in the gale ! 


Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's door : 


He s gone!“ ſhe ery'd; and I ſhall ſee 
2 That angel-face no more! | 


5 I feel, I feel, this breaking heart 
© Beat high againſt my fide !— 

From her white arm down ſunk her head, 
She ſhivering wes and died. 


NEW MARK E F. 
A SATIRE, 
BY THOMAS WARTON, M.A. 


IS country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care : 
Fond to poſleſs, yet eager to deſtroy ; 
Of each vain youth, ſay, what's the darling joy? 
Of each fond frolick what the ſource and end ? 
His ſole and firſt ambition what ?—to ſpend. 
Some ſquires, to Gallia's cooks moſt dainty dupes, 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in ſoups : 
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This coxcomb doats on bilers, till he ſees 
His mortgag'd mountains deſtitute of trees 


Convinc'd too late, that modern ſtrains can move, 
Wit mightie force than thoſe of Greece, the . 


In headleſs ſtatues rich, and uſeleſs urns, 
Marmoreo from the claſſick tour returns; 
So poor the wretch of current coin, you'd laugh 
He cares not—if his Cæſars * be but ſafe. 


Some tread the ſlippery paths of love's delights ; 


'Thele deal the cards, or ſhake the box at White's. 
To different pleaſures different taſtes incline, 

Nor the ſame ſea receives the ruſhing ſwine. 

Tho? drunk alike with Circe's poiſonous bowl, 


In ſeparate ſties the mimick monſters roll. 


But would ye learn, ye leiſure- loving {quires, 


How belt you may diſgrace. your prudent fires; 


How ſooneſt ſoar to faſhionable ſhame, 


Be damn'd at once to ruin, and to fame; 


By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 

O greatiy dare to tread Olympick ground ! ! 

Where fam'd Newmar ket ſpreads her tempting plain, 
There let the choſen ſeed victorious ſtrain; 5 
Where not (as erſt was ſung i in manly lays) 

Men fly to different ends thro? different ways; 

Thro' the ſame path, to the ſame goal ye run, | 


And are, at. once, undoing and undone 
Forfeit, forget, friends, honour, and eſtate, 


JLoſe all at once—for what to win the plate : : 
All are betray'd, and all alike betray, 
To your qQwn beaſts, Actæon- like, a prey. 

What dreams of conqueſt fluſh'd Hilario? 8 breal, 
When the good knight at laſt retir'd to reſt! 
Behold the youth with new- felt rapture mark 


Fach pleaſing proſpect of the ſpacious Parke) 


* Antique medale. 
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That Park, where beauties undiſguis'd engage 
Thoſe beauties leſs the work of art than age; 

In ſimple ſtate, where genuine Nature wears 
Her venerable dreſs of ancient years; 

Where all the charms of chance with order meet, 
The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the great. 

| Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar, ; 
And form dark groves, which Druids might adore ; 
Pride and ſupport of Britain's conq'ring croſs, 

Which diſtant anceſtors ſaw crown'd with moſs : 
With meeting boughs, and deep'ning to the view, 

Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous avenue; | 
Here various trees compoſe a chequer'd ſcene, 

Glowing in gay diverſities of green; 

There the full ſtream, through intermingling glades, 
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep caſcades, 
Nor wants there hazle copſe, or beechen lawn, 

To chear with ſun, or ſhade the bounding fawn. 

And ſee the good old ſeat, whoſe Gothick tow'rs 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bow'rs; 

Whoſe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed, * 

And dealt to age and want their daily bread : 
Where garter'd knights, with peerleſs beauties join'd, 
At high and ſolemn feſtivals have din'd ; 

Preſenting oft fair Virtue's ſhining taſk, 

In myſtick pageantries, and moral maſque *. 
But vain all ancient praiſe, or boaſts of birth, 
Vain all the palms of old heroick worth ! 

At once a bankrupt, and a proſperous heir, 

Hilario bets—park, houſe, diſſolve in air! 


* It was a faſhionable practice among our ancient nobility and gentry, of 
both ſexes, to perform perſonally in entertainments of this kind. Nothing 
could be a more delightful or rational method of ſpending an evening than 
this. Milton's Comus was thus exhibited at Ludlow Caſtle, in the year 1631, 
See Ben of urn 5 1 gore 
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With antique armour hung, high trophy'd rooms 


Deſcend to gameſters, proſtitutes, and grooms. - 
He ſees his ſteel-clad fires, and mothers mild, 
Who bravely ſhook the lance, or ſweetly ſmil'd ; 
All the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, 


Whoſe pictur'd forms the ſtately gallery grace; 
| Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gold, 
To deck ſome tavern: vile, at auctions ſold. 


The pariſh wonders at th* nnopening door, 


The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more, 
Thick weeds around th* untrodden courts ariſe, 
And all the focial ſcene in ſilence lies. 


Himſelf, the loſs politely to repair, 


Turns atheiſt, fidler, highwayman, or player. 
At length, the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and God, 


Is doom'd to rub the ſteeds that once he rode! 
Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain, 


Your dreams of thouſands on the lifted plain! 
Not more fantaſtick Sancho's “ airy courſe, 


When madly mounted on the magick horſe, 
He pierc'd heav'n's opening ſpheres with dazzled eyes, 
And feem'd to ſoar in viſionary ſkies. 


Nor leſs, I ween, precarious is the meed 


Of young adventurers on the Muſe's ſteed: 

For poets have, like you, their deſtin'd round; 

And ours is but a race on claſſick ground. 
Long time, ſoft ſon of patrimonial eaſe, 

Hippolitus had eat firloins in peace: 

Had quaff'd ſecure, unvex'd by toils or wife, 

The mild October of a rural life; 

Long liv'd with calm domeſtick conqueſts crown'd, 

And kill'd his game on ſafe paternal ground. 

As bland he puff d the pipe o'er weekly news, 

His boſom kindles with ſublimer views. 


* Clavileno. See Don Quixote 
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Lo! there, thy triumphs, Taaff; thy palms, Portmore ; 
Tempt him to rein the ſteed, and ſtake his ſtore. 
Like a new bruiſer on Broughtonick ſand, 
Amid the liſts our hero takes his ſtand ; 
Suck'd by the ſharper, to the peer a prey, 
He rolls his eyes, that witneſs huge diſmay ; 
When lo! the chance of one unlucky heat 
Strips him of game, ſtrong-beer, and ſweet retreat. 
How aukward-now he bears diſgrace and dirt, 
Nor knows the poor's laſt refuge, to be pert. 
The ſhiftleſs beggar bears of ills the worſt ; 
At once with dulneſs, and with hunger curs'd. 
And feels the taſteleſs breaſt equeſtrian fires ? 
And dwells ſuch mighty rage in graver ſquires? 
In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 
Britain, thy conſcript counſellors behold ! 
(For ſome, perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 
May gain a borough by a lucky bet) 
Smit with the love of the laconick boot, 
The cap and wig ſuccinct, the ſilken ſuit, 
Mere modern Phaetons uſurp the reins, 
And ſcour in rival race Newmarket”s plains. 
See, fide by ſide, the Jockey and Sir John, 
Diſcuſs th' important point—of ſix to one. 
For O, my Muſe, the deep-felt bliſs how dear, 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's ear! 
See, like a routed hoſt, with headlong pace, 
Thy members pour amid the mingling race ! 
All aſk, what crowds the tumults could produce ; 
Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke looſe ?? 
Such noiſe and nonſenſe, betting, damning, ſinking, 
Such emphaſis of oaths, and claret-drinking ! 
Like ſchool-boys freed, they run as chance direQs, 
Proud from a well-bred thing to riſque their necks. 
The warrior's ſcar not half ſo graceful ſeems, 
As, at Newmarket, dillocated limbs. 
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Thy ſages hear, amid th' admiring crowd 
Adjudge the flakes, moſt eloquently loud: 
With critick ſkill, o'er dubious bets preſide, 
The low diſpute, or kindle, or decide; 
All empty wiſdom, and judicious prate, 
Of diſtanc'd horſes, gravely fix the fate, 
Guide the nice conduct of a daring match, 


And o'er th' equeſtrian rights with care paternal watch. 


Mean time, no more the mimick patriots riſe, 
To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wiſe: 
No more in ſenates dare aſſert her laws, 
Nor pour the bold debate in freedom's cauſe; 
Neglect the counſels of a ſinking land, 
And know no roſtrum, but Newmarket's ſtand 85 
Are theſe the ſage directive powers, deſign'd, 
With the nice ſearch of a ſagacious mind, 
In judgment's ſcales the fate of realms to weigh, 
Britannia's intereſt, trade, and laws ſurvey ? 


O ſay, when leaſt their ſapient ſchemes are croſs'd, 


Or when a nation, or a match 1s loſt ? 
Who dams and fires with more exactneſs trace, 
Than of their country's kings the ſacred race ; 
Think London journies are the worſt of ills, 
And ſet their hands to articles for bills; 
Strangers to all hiſtorians ſage relate, 
Theirs are the memoirs of th' equeſtrian tate ; 
UnſkiiPd in Albion's paſt and preſent views, 
Who Cheney's + records for Rapin peruſe. 

Go on, brave youths, till, in ſome future age, 
Whips ſhall become the ſenatorial badge ; 


* A kind of ſcaffold, where is held a conſiſtory, made up of ſeveral very 


eminent gentlemen, for determining doubtful caſes in the race, &c. 


place might not improperly be called a Pandæmonium. 


This 


+ The accurate and annual author of an hiſtorical liſt of the running- 


. horſes, &c. 


Till 
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Till England ſee her thronging ſenators 
Meet all at Weſtminſter, in boots and ſpurs : 
See the whole houſe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad ; 
Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate, 
And guide, with equal reins, a ſteed and ſtate. 
How would a virtuous Houhnhym * neigh diſdain, 
To fee his brethren brook th' imperious rein; 
Bear flavery's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
| Smoke thro? the glebe, or trace the deſtin'd road; 
And robb'd of manhood by the murderous knife, 
0 Suſtain each ſordid toil of ſervile life. | 
Yet O, what rage would touch his generous mind, 
Jo ſee his ſons, of more than mortal kind; 
A kind, with each ingenuous virtue bleſs'd, 
- That fills the prudent head, or valorous breaſt; 
Afford diverſion to that monſter baſe, 
That meaneſt ſpawn of man's half-monkey race, 
In whom pride, av'rice, ignorance confpire— 
That hated animal, a Yahoo ſquire ! | 
How are th? adventurers of the Britiſh race 
| Chang'd from the choſen chiefs of ancient days; 
Who, warm'd with genuine glory's honeſt thirſt, 
Divinely labour'd i in the Pythian duſt. 
Theirs was the wreath that lifted from the throng, 
Theirs was the Theban bard's recording ſong. 
Mean time, to manly emulation blind, 
Slaves to each vulgar vice that ſtains the mind, 
Our Britiſh T herons iſſue to the race, 
Of their own generous courſers the diſgrace. 
What tho' the grooms of Greece ne'er took the odds, 
They won no bets—but then they ſoar'd to gods; 
And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode, 
T han all th united plates of George beſtow'd. 


* Vide Gulliver's Travels, voyage to . Houhnhyms, 


« . _ 8 8 LIN 5 ON — 
* * 8 WS OV . —— — > 55 * — ww nay 
—— Ia I II TRIED 9 EXERT RIC Cn IEeSSor * 


2 * 
W 3 mars 1 ” on 
. — ˙hÄ— ,, , SCE 


— . Q 9 
„ 12 
© 3 * JP". 
* 


E Tee Ge AGATE. 
r 2 — AER Bog 
— — —— LE CS — 2 


NOT OY _ 
* FX <a; 


» nd — 
rr 


E 8 — 2 — 2 
>. — - — 


3 7 1 


144 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
ws 1 EN 
Greece! how I kindle at thy magick name, 
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame ! 
Thy ſolemn ſcenes and awful viſions riſe, 
In ancient grace, before my muſing eyes. 
Here Sparta's ſons in mute attention hang, 
While ſage Lycurgus pours the mild harangue : 
There Xerxes' hoſt, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her fated hero's * flaſhing ſpear. _ 
Here, hung with many a lyre of filver ſtring, 
The laureat walks of ſweet Iliſſus ſpring : 
And lo! where, rapt in beauty's heavenly dream, 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe. 
Vet, ah! no more the ſeat of arts and arms 
Delights with wiſdom, or with virtue warms, 
Lo! the ſtern Turk, with more than Gothick rage, 
Has blaſted all the bays of ancient age: 
No more her groves by ſacred feet are trod, 
Each Attick Grace has left the lov'd abode, 
Fall'n is fair Greece! by Luxury's pleaſing bane 
Seduc'd, ſhe drags a barb*rous foreign chain. 
Britannia, watch ! O trim thy with'ring bays ! 
Remember thou haſt rival'd Grecia's praiſe, 
Great nurſe of works divine! Yet, oh, beware! 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my country, ſhare. 
Recal thy wonted worth with conſcious pride : 
'Thou too haſt ſeen a Solon in a Hyde 
_ Haſt bade thine Edwards and thine Henrys rear, 
With Spartan fortitude, the Britiſh ſpear ; 
Alike haſt ſeen thy ſons deſerve the meed, 
Or of the moral, or the martial deed. 


* Leonidas. 
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MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS. 


AN EIL. E Gx. 
BY MR. MICE LE. 


Quod tibi vitz ſors detraxit, 
Fama adjiciet poſthuma laudi; 
Noſtris longum tu dolor et honor. 


HE balmy Zephyrs o'er the woodland ſtray, 
And gently ſtir the boſom of the lake: 
The fawns that panting in the covert lay, 
Now thro' the gloomy park their revels take. 


Pale riſe the rugged hills that ſkirt the north, 
The wood glows yellow'd by the evening rays; 
Silent and beauteous flows the ſilver Forth, 
And Aman murmuring thro' ue willows ſtrays. 


But, ah , what means this filence in the grove, 
Where oft the wild notes ſooth'd the love- ſick boy: 
Why ceaſe in Mary's Bower the ſongs of Love; 
The ſongs of Love, of Innocence, and Joy ? 


When bright the lake reflects the ſetting ray, 
The ſportive virgins tread the flow'ry green; 

Here by the moon, full oft in chearful May, | 

The merry bride-maids at the dance are ſeen. 


But who theſe nymphs, that thro? the copſe appear, 

In robes of white adorn'd with violet blue? 

Fondly with purple flow'rs they deck yon bier, 
And wave in ſolemn pomp the boughs of yew. 
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Supreme in grief, her eye confus'd with woe, 
Appears the lady of th' aerial train; 
Tall as the ſylvan goddeſs of the bow, 
And fair as ſhe who wept Adonis ſlain. 


Such was the pomp when Gilead's virgin band, 
Wand'ring by Judah's flow'ry mountains, wept ; 
And with fair Iphis, by the hallow'd ſtrand 
Of Siloe's brook, a mournful ſabbath kept. 


By the reſplendent croſs with thiſtles twin'd, 
*Tis Mary's guardian Genius loſt in woe: 
Ah!] ſay, what deepeſt wrongs have thus combin'd 
© To heave with reſtleſs fighs thy breaſt of ſnow! 


© O ſtay, ye Dryads, nor unfiniſh'd fly 

« Your ſolemn rites ; here comes no foot prophane : 
The Muſes! ſon, and hallow'd is his eye, 

1 . your ſtay, implores to join the ſtrain! 


8 See, from her cheek the glowing life-bluſh flies ; 
Alas, what faultering ſounds of woe be theſe! 

* Ye nymphs, who fondly watch her languid eyes, 
O ſay, what muſick will her ſoul appeaſe !* 


© Reſound the ſolemn dirge, the nymphs reply, 
And let the turtles moan in Mary's Bow'r; 
Let Grief indulge her grand ſublimity, 

© And Melancholy wake her melting pow'r : 


For Art has triumph'd ; Art, that never ſtood 
On Honour's fide, or gen'rous tranſport knew, 
Has dy'd it's haggard hands in Mary's blood, 
And v'er her fame has breath'd it's blighting dew. 
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© But come, ye nymphs; ye woodland ſpirits, come; 


© And with funereal flow'rs your treſſes braid: 
© While in this hallow'd grove we raiſe the tomb, 
© And conſecrate the ſong to Mary's ſhade. 


O ſing what ſmiles her youthful morning wore ! 
© Her's ev'ry charm, and ev'ry lovelieſt grace : 


© When Nature's happieſt touch could add no more, 


< Heaven lent an angel's beauty to her face, 


© O! whether by the moſs-grown buſhy dell, 
Where from the oak depends the miſletoe, 
Where creeping ivy ſhades the Druid's cell, 


Where from the rock the gurgling waters flow; 


Or whether ſportive o'er the cowſlip beds, 
© You thro? the fairy dales of Teviot glide; 
Or bruſh the primroſe banks, while Cynthia ſheds 
« Her filv'ry light o'er Eſk's tranſlucent tide : 


© Hither, ye gentle guardians of the fair, 
© By Virtue's tears, by weeping Beauty, come; 
«© Unbind the feſtive robes, unbind the hair, 
And wave the cypreſs bough at Mary's tomb. 


© And come, ye fleet magicians of the air! 
(The mournful lady of the chorus cry'd ;) 
_ © Your airy tints of baleful hue prepare, 
0 And thro? this grove bid Mary's fortunes glide; ; 


© And let the ſong, with ſolemn harping join'd, 
And wailing notes, unfold the tale of woe!” 

She ſpoke ; and, waking thro? the breathing wind, 
From lyres unſeen the ſolemn harpings flow. 
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148 BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 
The ſong began: How bright her early morn! 
What laſting joys her ſmiling fate portends . 
5 To wield the awful Britiſh ſceptres born, 
* And Gaul's young heir her bridal-bed aſcends, 


© SEE, round her bed, light-floating on the air, 

The little Loves their purple wings diſplay ; 

When ſudden, ſhrieking at the diſmal glare 
« Of funeral torches, far they ſpeed away. 


Her eighteenth April hears her widow'd moan : 
< The bridal-bed the fable hearſe ſucceeds, 
* And ſtruggling factions ſhake her native throne. 


| | « Far with the Loves each bliſsful omen ſpeeds; | 


No more a goddeſs in the ſwimming dance, 
* May'ft thou, O queen, thy lovely form diſplay ; 
No more thy beauty reign the charm of France, 
E Nor in Verſailles proud bow'rs outſhine the day. 


For the cold north the trembling fails are ſpread : - 
Ah, what drear horrors gliding through thy breaſt, 

While from thy weeping eyes fair Gallia fled, 
Thuy future woes in boding ſighs confeſsd * ! 


#* The unhappy Mary in her infancy was ſent to France, to the care of her mo- 
ther's family, the Houſe of Guiſe. The French court was at that time the gay- 
eſt and moſt gallant of Europe. Here the Princeſs of Scotland was educated, 
with all the diſtinctions due to her high rank; and, as ſoon as years would allow, 
ſhe was married to the Dauphin, afterwards Francis IT. On the death of this 
monarch, which cloſed a ſhort reign, the politicks of the Houſe of Guiſe required 
the return of the young queen to Scotland. She left France with tears and the 
utmoſt reluctance; and, on her landing in her native kingdom, the different ap- 
pearance of the country awakened all her regret, and affected her with a melan- 
choly which ſeemed to forebode her future gualortunete 


A nation 
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. 0 A nation ſtern and Kcbdorn to command, 4 

| And now convuls'd with Faction's fierceſt rage, 1 
© Commits it's ſceptre to thy gentle hand, 

And aſks a bridle from thy tender age,” 


As weeping thus they ſung, the omens roſe, 
Her native ſhore receives the mournful queen; 
November wind o'er the bare landſco ape blows, | 1 
In hazy gloom the ſea-wave ſkirts the ſcene: 


The houſe of Holy Rood, in ſullen ftate, 
Bleak in the ſhade of rude piPd rocks appears; 
Cold on the mountain's fide, the type of Fate, 
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No nodding grove Cs ho Salve bough ; 

O'er the dank vale, prophetick of her reign, 
Beneath the curving mountain's craggy brow, 
The dreary echoes to the gales complain : 


Beneath the gloomy clouds of rolling ſmoke, 

The high pil'd city rears her Gothick tow'rs ; 
The ſtern-brow'd caftle, from his lofty rock 
Looks ſcornful down, and fix'd defiance lours “. 


MES En vgs 


Domeſtick bliſs, that dear, that fov'reign joy, 
Far from her hearth was ſeen to ſpeed away ; 4 
Straight dark-brow'd factions entering in, deſtroy Þ 
The ſeeds of peace, and mark her for their prey. | 4 


* Theſe circumſtances, deſcriptive of the environs of Holy Rood Houſe, are 
local. Yer, however dreary the unimproved November view may appear, the 
connoiſſeur in gardening will perceive that plantation, and the other efforts of art, 
could eafily convert the proſpect into an agreeable and mot romantick ſummer 
aner- 


No 
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No more by moon-ſhine to the nuptial bow'r 
Her Francis comes, by Love's ſoft fetters led ; 
Far other ſpouſe now wakes her midnight hour *, 

Enrag'd, and reeking from the harlot's bed. 


© Ah, draw the veil !* ſhrill trembles thro? the air: 
The veil was drawn, but darker ſcenes aroſe ; 
Another nuptial couch the Fates prepare f, 
The baleful teeming ſource of deeper woes. 


The bridal torch her evil angel wav'd ; 
Far from the couch offended Prudence fled : 
Of deepeſt crimes deceitful Faction rav'd, 
And rouz'd her trembling from the fatal bed. 


The hinds are ſeen in arms, and glitt'ring ſpears, _ 
Inſtead of crooks, the Grampian ſhepherds wield ; 
Fanatick rage the plowman's viſage wears, 
And red with ſlaughter lies the harveſt field. 


From Borthwick field, deſerted and forlorn, 
The beauteous queen, all tears, is ſeen to fly: 
Now thro? the ſtreets a weeping captive n t. 
Her woes the triumph of the vulgar eye! 


* [Land Daraly ; the handſomeR man of his age, but a worthleſs debauchee of 
no abilities.” _ 1 | 


+ Her marriage with the Earl of Bothwell; an ee eee of 
great addreſs. | 
1 When ſhe was brought priſoner hack the ſtreets of Edinburgh, ſhe ſuffered 
almoſt every indignity which an enraged mob could offer. Her perſon was be- 
daubed with mire, and her ear inſulted with every term of vulgar abuſe. Even 

. Þucbanan, when he relates theſe circumſtances, ſeems to drop a tear over them. 


Apain 
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Again the viſion ſhifts the woeful ſcene : 
Again, forlorn, from rebel arms ſhe flies; 
And, unſuſpecting, on a ſiſter queen, 
The lovely injur'd fugitive relies. 


151 


When Wiſdom, baffled, owns th attempt in vain, 
Heav'n oft delights to ſet the virtuous free; 

Some friend appears, and breaks Affliction's chain— 
But, ah! no gen'rous friend appears for thee ! 


A priſon's ghaſtly walls, and grated cells, 
Deform'd the airy ſcenery as it paſs'd; 

The haunt where liſtleſs Melancholy dwells, 

Where ev'ry genial feeling ſhrinks aghaſt. 


No female eye her fickly bed to tend“ 
Ah, ceaſe to tell it in the female ear 

© A woman's ſtern command! a proffer'd friend! 
Oh, gen'rous paſſion, peace! forbear, forbear ! 


© And could, O Tudor! could thy breaſt retain 
No ſoft'ning thought of what thy woes had been, 
© When thou, the heir of England's crown, in vain 
« Didſt ſue the mercy of a tyrant queen! 


© And could no pang from tender memory wake, 

© And feel thoſe woes that once had been thine own ! 
© No pleading tear to drop for Mary's ſake; 

For Mary's ſake, the heir of England's throne ? 


© Alas! no pleading touch thy memory knew; 
© Dry'd were the tears which for thyſelf had flow'd : 
© Dark politicks alone engag'd thy view; 

With female jealouſy thy boſom glow'd. 


A fact. 
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And ſay, did Wiſdom own thy ſtern command? _ 
Did Honour wave his banner o'er the deed? _ 
Ah !—Mary's fate thy name ſhall ever brand; 

© And ever, o'er her woes, ſhall Pity bleed} 


ba) 


La 


The babe that prattled on his nurſe's knee, 
© When firſt thy woeſul captive hours began; 

Ere Heaven, O hapleſs Mary! ſet thee free, 
That babe to battle march'd, in arms a man!” 7 


A 


An awful pauſe enſues !——With ſpeaking eyes, 
And hands half rais'd, the guardian wood -nymphs wait; 
While ſlow and ſad the airy ſcenes ariſe, | 
8 with. the laſt Corp woes of Mary: J fate! 


With dreary black Fung round the hall 8 Y 

The thirſty ſaw-duſt ftrews the marble floor; 

Blue gleams the axe, the block it's ſhoulders rears, | 
And pikes and halberts guard the iron door. 


The clouded moon her dreary glimpſes ſhed, 
And Mary's maids (a mournful train !) paſs by ; 
Languid they walk, and liſtleſs hang the head, 
And filent tears pace down from ev'ry eye. 


Serene and ably mild appears the queen; 

She ſmiles on Heav'n, and bows the injur'd head: 
| The axe is lifted—from the deathful ſcene, 
The guardians turn'd, and all the picture fled. 


It fled——the wood-nymphs o'er the diſtant lawn, 
As rapt in viſion, dart their earneſt eyes : 
So, when the huntſman hears the ruſtling fawn, 

He ftands impatient of the ſtarting prize. 


'The 
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The ſov'reign dame her awful eye- balls roll'd, 

As Cuma's maid when by the god inſpir'd; 
The depths of ages to my fight unfold!” 

She cries; © and Mary's meed my breaſt has fir'd! 


On Tudor's throne her ſons ſhall ever reign ; 
Age after age ſhall ſee their flag unfurl'd, 
With ſov'reign pride, wherever roars the main, 
Stream to the wind, and awe the trembling world. 
Nor Britain's ſceptre ſhall they wield alone; 
Age after age, through length'ning time, mall ſee 
Her branching race on Europe's ev'ry throne, 
And either India bend to them the knee. 
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But Tudor as a fruitleſs gourd ſha!! die; 
© I ſee her death-ſcene—On the lowly floor 
© Dreary ſhe fits; cold Grief has glaſs'd her eye, 
© And Anguiſh gnaws her till ſhe breathes no more.“ 


But hark loud howling thro' the midnight gloom, 
Faction is rouz'd, and ſends the baleful yell! 

O ſave, ye gen'rous few, your Mary's tomb | 
O ſave her aſhes from the blaſting ſpell ! 


And lo! where Time with brighten'd face ſerene, 
Points to yon far, but glorious op'ning ſky ; 
« See Truth walk forth, majeſtick, awful queen! 
And Party's black'ning miſts before her fly. 
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«© Falſhood, unmaſk'd, withdraws her ugly train, 
© And Mary's virtue all illuſtrious ſhine— 

© Yes. thou haſt friends! the godlike and humane 
Of latelt ages, injur'd queen, are thine.” 
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The milky ſpleudors of the dawning ray, 
Now thro* the grove a trembling radiance ſhed; 


With ſprightly note the woodlark hail'd the day, 
And with the moon-ſhine all the viſion fled *, 


THE SCHOOL- MISTRESS, 
ro IMITATION OF SPENSER, 


BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE, ESQ 


| Audits voces, vagitus et ingens, | Ee ns 
Infantumque animæ flentes i in Hine primo. VIRG. 


ADVERTISEMENT 


What particulars in Spenſer were imagined molt proper for the iber s imitation 
on this occaſion, are his language, his ſimplicity, his manner of deſcription, 
and a peculiar tenderneſs of ſentiment remarkable throughout his works. 


H, me full ſorely i 15 my heart forlorn, 
To think how modeſt worth neglected lies, 
While partial Fame doth with her blaſts adorn 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp diſguiſe ; 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs | let me try 
To ſound the praiſe of Merit ere it dies; 
Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, 
Lok in the dreary ſhades of dyll obſcurity. 


* The author of this little poem to the memory of an unhappy princeſs is un- 
willing to enter into the controverſy reſpe&ing her guilt or her innocence. Suf- 
fice it only to obſerve, that the following facts may be proved to demonilration : 
the letters, which have always been eſteemed as the principal proof of Queen 
Mary's guilt, are forged. Buchanan, on whoſe authority Thuanus and other hi- 

ſtorians have condemned her, has falſified ſeveral circumſtances of her hiſtory, 
and has cited againſt her publick records which never exiſted, as has been lately 
proved to demonſtration. And, to add no more, the treatment ſhe received from 
her illuſtrious couſin was diftated by a policy truly Machiavelian ; a policy which 
trampled on the obligations of honour, of humanity, and rabies, From whence 
it may be inferred, that to expreſs the indignation at the cruel treatment of Mary, 
which hiſtory muſt ever inſpire, and to drop a tear over her ſufferings, is not un- 
worthy of a writer who Wome my + in the cauſe of virtue. f | 
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In ev'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhed and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we School-miſtreſs name; 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame: 
They, grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame, 
| And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 
For = OI hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely ſhent, 


And all in ſight doth riſe a birchen tree, 

Which Learning near her little dome did ſtowe, 
Whilome a twig of ſmall regard to ſee, 
Tho' now ſo wide it's waving branches flow, 

And work the ſimple vaſſals mickle woe; 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 


But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat low ; | 


And as they look'd they found their horror grew, 
And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


So have I ſeen (who has not, may conceive) 
A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd ; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 

Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt : 
They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt; 
Sad ſervitude ! ſuch comfortleſs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age eber taſte ! 
Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne dien empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris'ning board is ſeen, 
Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller ſize ſhould ſtray, 
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156 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day 3 
The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 
Do Learning's little tenement betray; 


Where fits the dame, diſguis'd in look profound, 
And eyes her Fairy throng, * turns her wheel around. 


Her cap, far whiter than the ariven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield; 
Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-bell, that adorns. the field: 
And in her hand, for ſceptre, ſhe, does . 1 
I way birchen ſprays, with anxious fear entwin'd, 
With dark diſtruſt, and {ad repentance fill'd; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp affliction eit d; 
And fury n and chaſtiſement unkind. 


* 


F ew but ha 3 in ene meet pourtray'd, 
The childiſh faces of old Fal's train, 

Libs, Notus, Auſter *. theſe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or ſky, or main, 

Were the ſtern god to give his ſlave; the rein? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell 

Where 8 peace of mind and decent order dwell. 


9 


A ru offer fiole was o'er ** ſhoulders en; : | 
A ruſſet kirtle 'fenc'd the nipping air; * \ Wo 
_ *Twas ſimple rufſet, but it was her own: TR FEY 
Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair; . 
Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; PT 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang*d Neis 
Thro? pious awe did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight on ora: 


* The ſouth-weſt FR fouth, &C. &c. 
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Albeit, ne flatt'ry did corru pt her truth; DS [ | 
Ne pompous title did dehauch her ear ; L 
Goody, good-woman, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right dear: 
Ne would eſteem him act as mought behove, „ 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere ; I. 
PFeor never title yet ſo mean could prove, 
But there was eke a mind which did that title love, 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 1 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame, 
Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 
Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground ö . 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame; | 
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| For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, | b 
What fin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe found. „ | | 


Herbs, too, ſhe knew, and well of each could \, peale, : | 
That in her garden ſipp'd the filv'ry dew, 8 
Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy ſtreak, 
But herbs for uſe, and phyſick, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew; 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 
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Freſh baum, and marygold of chearful hue, i 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb, i | 
And more I fain would fing, diſdaining here to rhyme. i il | 
"Th | | | 4 Fi 

Yet euphraſy may not be left unſung, ; „ 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around, bu 
And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue, 418 
And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound ; um 
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— 


And marj'ram ſweet, in ſhepherd's poſie found; 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 

Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidſt the labours of her loom, 


And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare perfume. 


And here trim roſemarine, that whilom crown'd 
Tphe daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer, 
Ere, driv'n from it's envy'd ſite, it found 

A facred ſhelter for it's branches here, 

Where edg'd with gold it's glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
On, waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well! 

Ere this was baniſh'd from it's lofty ſphere ; 

Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 


Nor ever would ſhe more with thane and lordling dwell. 


Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, 
HFHymned ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did mete; 
If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave, 
But in her garden found a ſummer-ſeat : 
Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 
How Iſrael's ſons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did a ſong entreat, 
All for the nonce untuning ev'ry ſtring, 


Up-hung their uſeleſs lyres—ſmall heart had they to ſing. 


For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, _ 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 

And in thoſe elfin's ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by Popiſh rage did bleed, 
And tortious death was true Devotion's meed ; 

And ſimple Faith in iron chains did mourn, 

That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 

And lawny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did burn: 
Ah, deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould e'er return. 


In 
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In elbow-chair, like that of Scottiſh tem, _ 

By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring Eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our ſov'reign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd, 
The matron fate : and ſome with rank ſhe grac'd; 
(The ſource of children's and of courtier's pride!) 
Redreſs'd affronts, (for vile affronts there paſs'd ;) 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry, | 
To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe ; 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 

And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe ; 
And other ſome with baleful ſprig ſhe *frays : 
E'en abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe ſways ; 

Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 

T will whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 


Lo, now, with ſtate ſhe utters the command! 
Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair ; 
Their books, of ftature ſmall, they take i in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are, 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair. 
The work ſo gay, that on their back is ſeen, 
St. George's high atchievements does declare, 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 


Kens the forth- coming rod, unpleaſing ſight, I ween! 


Ah! lucklef he, and born beneath the "PREY 
Of evil ſtar ! it irks me whilſt I write! 

As erſt the bard “, by Mulla's filver ftream, 

Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 


* Spenſer. 


159 


"0x Za AC” Hee We LO IEEE IG 272 * 


— — 


— 


— — — — — — —᷑ — 


— ä . ——l— 


” = — .. 


—— 
3 9 


— 


1 


— oy 
—_ 


2 — . 
= — * 57 —— Bm 


— 2 — 


* 1 $5 
be — — 
— — — — — 


eren eee 
— 8 : * . 
— — . — a _—_ 
I = L — — "—_— 


= = 
— — 


—— — V— _ 
— IRE —— — 2 2 


— ——— 


a. 


160 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite ; 

For, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 

To looſe the brogues, the ſtripling's late delight! 
And down they drop; ; appears his dainty 8 


Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure 
His little fifter doth his peril ſee ; ; 
All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure, 
She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee ; 
She meditates a pray'r to ſet. him free: 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her ſad grief that ſwells in either eye, 


And wrings her ſo that all for pity ſhe could die. 


No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awful fear, 

To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in it's mid career. 

On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear! 
(Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow * 

She ſees no kind domeſtick viſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow, 

And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


But, ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain? 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain? 
The plenteous ſhow'r that does his cheek diſtain? 
When he in abject wiſe implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 


And thro? the thatch his cries each falling ſtroke proclaim. 
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: The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſore diſmay l 
Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle care; ix 
By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 1 
And from their fellows hateful wounds beware, | 9 
Knowing, I wiſt, how each the ſame may ſhare; | 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, j 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair, [ 
Whence oft with ſugar'd cates ſhe doth *em greet, 4 
Arid gingerbread y-rare, now, Ceres, doubly ſweet ! if 
[4] 
See, to their ſeats they 170 with merry glee, # 
And in beſeemly order fitten there, Ew | is 
All but the wight of bum y-galled ; he i 
Abhorreth bench, and ſtool; and fourm, and chair, e ö 
(This hand in mouth y-fixd, that rends his hair) of 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, | 1 


Convulſions intermitting! does declare 
: His grievous wrong, his dame's unjuſt beheſt, 
And ſcorns her offer'd love; and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 
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His face beſprent, with liquid cliryſtal ſhines ; 
His blooming face, that ſeems a purple flow'r, 

Which low to earth it's drooping lead declines, 

All ſmeat'd and ſully'd by a vernal ſhow'r. 
O the hard bofoms of deſpotick pow: | 

All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame ; 
All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow? r ſhall claim, 

. ſo I deem ang, tranſcending worth and fame. | | 
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Behind ſome door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 
Ne for his fellows joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns, 


3 And 
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And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines: 

And many a ſullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns; 
And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 
The more doth he, perverſe, her *haviour paſt reſent, 


Ah, me ! how much I fear left pride it be! 
But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames'! with nice diſcernment ſee 
Ve quench not, too, the ſparks of nobler fires: 
Ah! better far than all the Muſes? lyres, 
(All coward arts) is valour's gen'rous heat; 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right requires, 
Like Vernon's patriot ſoul ; more juſtly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow? ry falſe deceit. 


Ye! tus with Keil, ä what danaling froits appear ! 
E'en now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow | 
A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, 
And there a chancellour in embryo, 
Or bard ſublime; if bard may e'er be ſo; 
As Milton, Shakeſpeare, names that ne'er ſhall die ! 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low; 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 
Wiketh, poor ſtarv'ling elf his paper . may . 


And this perhaps, who cens' ring the deſign, "I 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be! if rigid Fates incline; | 17 1 
And many an epick to his rage ſhall yield, 
And many a poet quit the Aönian field :. 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he mall appear, 
As he who now, with *ſdainful fury thrill'd, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a ſneer, 
And furls his wrinkly n us cries, * What ſtuff 1 18 here! Pp 


But 
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But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle ſky, 
And Liberty unbars her priſon-door ; 
And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 

And now the graſſy cirque han cover'd o'er 

With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar. 

A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run; 


Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore! | 


For well may Freedom, erſt ſo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than che ſun. 
Enjoy, poor imps enjoy your ſportive trade, 3 

And chace gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow? rs 3 
For when my bones in graſs-gr een ſods are laid, 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtles or in ladies bow'rs. 
O vain, to ſeek delight in earthly thing! 


But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition tow'rs; | 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace, can ſpring 


Beneath the pompous doom of keſar or of king. 


See in each fprite ſome varions bent appear ! 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay ; 
'Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer, 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way: 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to play; 
| Thilk to the huxter's ſav'ry cottage tend, 
In paſtry kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend. 


Here, as each ſeaſon ics a iPrent ſtore, 

Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been, 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 

Galling full ſore th' unmoney'd wight, are ſeen ; ; 
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And gooſeb'rie, clad in liy'ry red or green : 
And here of lovely dye the Cath'rine pear ; 
F1 ine pear ! as lovely for thy j Juice I ween ; 
O may no wight &er pennyleſs come there, 
* ſeit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care { 


See ! ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread fo white in tempting poſies ty' d, 

Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 

With pamper d look draw little eyes aſide, | 

And muſt be bought, tho? penury betide: 

The plumb all-azure, 'and the nut all brown; ; 

And here, each ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 2 5 
Whoſe honour'd names th' inventive city own, 


Rend ring thro" Britnan's iſle P's proves known *, 


Admir'd Salopia! that with venial pride 

Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd ; 

Her daughters lovely, and her firiplings brave: 
Ah! midſt the reſt, may flow'rs adorn his grave 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay ! 

A motive fair to Learning s imps he gave, 
Who chearleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 


Till Reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their Ways 


— 


ODE AGAINST ILL- NATURE. 


BY CHRISTOPHER SMART, M.A, 


FFS PRIN G of Folly and of Pride, 
To all that's odious, all that's baſe ally'd; ; 


| Nurs'd up by Vice, by Pravity miſled, 
By . Affectation taught and bred : 


3 Shrewſbur cakes. 


= Away, 
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Away, thou hideous hell-born ſprite ! 
Go, with thy looks of dark deſign, 
Bullen, ſour, and faturnine; 
Fly to ſome gloomy ſhade, nor blot the goodly light! 
Thy planet was remote when I was born; 
Twas Mercury that rul'd thy natal morn. 
What time the ſun exerts his genial ray, 
And ripens for enjoyment ev'ry growing day; 
| When to exiſt is but to love and ing, 
And ſprightly Aries ſmiles upon the ſpring. 


There, in yon loneſome heath, 
Which Flora or Sylvanus never knew, 
| Where never vegetable drank the dew, 
Or beaſt or fowl attempts to breathe ; 
Where Nature's pencil has no colours laid, 
But all is. blank, and univerſal ſhade : 
Contraſt to figure, motion, life, and light, 
There may'ft thou vent thy ſpite, 
For ever curſing, and for ever curs'd, 
Of all th' infernal crew the worſt ; 
The worſt in genius, meaſure, and degree ; 3 
i For Envy, Hatred, Malice, are but pon of thee. 


Or would'ſt thou change the "RM and quit thy den, 
Bachold the heaven-deſerted fen, 
Where Spleen, by vapours denſe begot and bred, 
' Hardneſs of heart, and heavineſs of head, 
| Have rais'd their darkſome walls, and plac'd their thorny bed: 
There may'ſ thou all thy bitterneſs unload, 
Therg may'ſt thou croak, in concert with the toad, 
With thee the hollow howling winds ſhall join, 
Nor ſhall the bittern her baſe throat denyz , 
The guerulaut frogs ſhall mix their dirge with thine, 
Thi ear-piercing hern, and plover ſcreaming high ; 
While million unn Snats fit trum ſhall ſupply. 
Any. 
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Away! away !—behold an hideous band, 
And herd of all thy minions, are at hand! 
Suſpicion firſt with jealous caution ſtalks, 

And ever looks around her as ſhe walks; - 
With bibulous ear, imperfect ſounds to catch, 

And prompt to liſten at her neighbour's latch, 

Next Scandal's meagre made,” 

Foe to the virgin's and the Poet's fame; 
A wither'd, time-deflower'd old maid, 
That ne'er enjoy'd Love's ever-ſacred flame. 

Hypocriſy ſucceeds, with ſaint - like look, 

And elevates her hands, and plods upon her book, 
Next comes illiberal, ſerambling Avarice 3; 
Then Vanity, and Affectation nice — 

See, ſhe ſalutes her ſhadow with a bow, e 

As in ſhort Gallick trips ſhe minces by; 
Starting Antipathy 1s in her eye, 

And ſqueamiſhly ſhe knits her ſcornful brow. 
To thee, III-nature, all the numerous groupe 

With lowly reverence ſtoop— 

They wait thy call; and mourn thy long delay: 

Away! thou art infeftious—haſte away 


ORIENTAL ECLOGUES, 
| BY MR, COLLINS, 
ECLOGUE I. 
SELIM 3 5 on, THE SHEPHERD 8 MO RAL. 
CENT, A VALLEY NEAL BAGDAT,—TIME, THE MORNING, 


E E Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, 

© And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden days. 
© Not all are bleſs'd, whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains 
c Wick wealth in "courts, * nor all that haunt the plains : 


« Well — 
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© Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
© *Tis virtue makes the bliſs where'er we dwell.” 
Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred Truth inſpir'd; 
Nor praiſe, but ſuch as Truth beſtow'd, defir 4 
Wile in himfelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid ; 
Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow—a virtuous mind. 
When ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 
The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride; 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets away; 
By Tygris' wandering waves he ſat, and ſung . 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. 
© Ye Perſian dames, he ſaid, © to you belong, 
— (Wel may they pleaſe) the morals of my ſong: 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
© Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! | 
The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
© Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes; 
For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands-beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as „ 
The beſt kind bleſſings Heav'n can grant the fair! 
Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
Boaſt but the worth Balſora's “ pearls diſplay: 
© Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface bright ; 2 
„But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt ; 
Buy ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt, | 
Self-flatt'ring ſex ! your hearts believe i in vain, 
That Love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſwain ; 3 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin ; 
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* The gulph of that name, famous for the pearl fiſhery. 
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Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
| | Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
„ Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 
| The lov'd perfection of a female mind! 
Bleſs'd were the days, when Wiſdom held her reign, 
© And ſhepherds ſought her on the ſilent plain; 
< With Truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove, 
© Immortal Truth! and daughters bleſs'd their love. 
| O haſte, fair maids! ye Virtues, come away! 
| sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
© The balmy ſhrub for you ſliall love our ſhore, 
< By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more, 
< Loſt to our fields, for fo the Fates ordain, 
he dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
| Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear; 1 
Io lead the train, ſweet Modeſty, appear: | 
Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 
And ſhepher@-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, 
Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid ; 
But man the nioſi—tiot more the mountain doe 
Folds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe: 
Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew 3 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view. 
© No wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, 
Mm 7 © But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone 
Deſponding Meekneſs, with her down-caſt eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs ; * 
And Love the laſt. By theſe your hearts approve 3 
Theſe are the virtues that ruſt lead to love.” 
Thus ſung the ſwain ; and ancient legends ſay, 
The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay: 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along ; 
The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs'd his ſong. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE-TILE 
HASSANz OR, THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 
SCENE, THE DESART,—TIME, MID-DAY« 


N ſilent horror; o'er the boundleſs waſte, | 

The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd : 
One cruiſe of water or his back he bore, _ 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ftore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh : 
The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſue; 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man 

Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: : 

| Sad was the hout, and luckleſs was the day, 

When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 

Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
The thirſt or pinching hunger that I finde! 
c Bethink thee, Haſſan; where ſhall thirſt aſſwage, 
When fails this cruiſe, kis unrelenting rage; 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip it's precious load "refight; : 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine? 
© Ye mute contpanions of my toils, that bear 
© In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away; 
Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
© Which plains more bleſs'd, or verdant vales beſtow t 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around; 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
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© Curs'd be the gold and filver which perſuade 
* Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! 
The lily Peace outſhines the filver ſtore, 
* And Life is dearer than the golden ore : 
© Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, 
© To ev *ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea ; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee? 
* Ah! why this ruin ſo attractive made? 
© Or why, fond man, fo eaſily betray'd ? 
© Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
© The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaſure's ſong? 
Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's ſide, . 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lead to gold? 
| © Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way 
© O ceaſe, my fears !—all frantick as I go, | 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe. ; 
c What if the lion in his rage I meet! 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
© And, fearful ! oft, when Day's declining light 
_ © Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
© By hunger rouz'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
© Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train 
Before them Death, with ſhrieks, directs their way! 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
c Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
© If aught of reſt I find, upon my ſleep : 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales: around, 
© And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
© Thrice happy they, the wiſe, contented poor; 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure! ; 
— — | OOTY oo 
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© They tempt no deſarts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
0 The tender Zara, will be moſt undone! | 
Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, *' 
When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe ſaid: 
*< Farewel the youth, whom ſighs could not detain 
«© Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 
Vet as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, — 
«© Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected fighs ! 
* Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou ſee ; 
1 No griefs endure ; nor weep, falſe youth, like me!” = 
O let me ſafely to the fair return, i 
© Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn ! i! 
O let me teach my heart to loſe it's fears, | 
7 Recalld by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's tears!“ 0 
He ſaid; and call'd on Heav'n to bleſs the day, 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. Wn = 


ECLOGUE III. 


ABRA3 OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANAs, i 

SCENE, A POREST.—TIME, THE EVENING. | 

I* Georgi s land, where Tefflis tow'rs are ſeen, | | 4 
In diſtant view along the level green; | | 
While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, il 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade ; 1 
What time 'tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, ; 

Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 1 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 4 

* Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. i 
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Of Abra firſt began the tender train, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain; 


At morn ſhe came, thoſe willing flocks to lead 


Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead : 

From early dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at filent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 


A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made. 


Gay-motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe *, 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows ; 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 


The finiſh'd chaplet well-adorn'd her hair. 


Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ftray, 


By love conducted from the chace away: 


Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 


And ſought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 


© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !' 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 
Yet ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oft as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 


Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove; 


To richer ſcenes of golden power and love ! 


Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherd's ſtrain ; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas ey 


© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
* And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd ! ” 
Yet, midſt the blaze of courts, ſhe fix'd her loye 
On the cool e or the ſhady grove; 


'® That theſe flowers are fqund in yery great abundance in ſome of the pro- 


vinges of Perſia, ſee the Modern Hiſtory of the i ingenious Mr, Salmon. 
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Still, 
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Still, with the ſhepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the ſweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin'd : 
And oft as Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant Hours; 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 
Some ſimple lay, of flocks and herds, they ſung ; 
With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
© Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abr lov'd! . 
And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; | 
Oft to the ſhades and low-roof'd cots retir'd, 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd : . 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, 5 ö 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 1 
Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas moy'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !? 
Bleſs'd was the life that royal Abbas led ; | | 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. | = 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 
The fimple ſhepherd-girl can love as well. 
Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewell'd throne, 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
„O happy days! the maids around her ſay: 
O haſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away! 1 
Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 4 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !” | l 
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ECLOGUE IV. 
AG1B AND SECANDER 3 OR, THE FUGITIVES. 
SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIAI-TIME, MIDNIGHT, 


N fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each ſwain was bleſs'd, for ev'ry maid was kind; 
At that ſtill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twihght plains ; 
What time the Moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſs'd in radiance thro? the cloudleſs ſky ; 
2 Sad o'er the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, 
\ Where wild'ring fear and deſperate ſorrow led : 
| Faſt as they preſs'd their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ftole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fide they ran 
Till faint and weak, Secander thus began. 
| S8 ECAN DER. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and ſurvey; 
Trace our ſad flight thro' all it's length of Way! 0 
And ſirſt review that long- extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain! ! 
Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we try'd! 
And laſt, this lofty mountains weary nde! 


A6 1B. | 
Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe ! F 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 
And ſhrieks and ſorrows load the ſaddening wind; 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, : 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
* Yon citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 
. it's fair honours to the conquering flame; 


hes - 
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Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 
SECANDER, 
Unhappy land! whoſe bleflings tempt the ford ; 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perfian lord! 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his mind ; 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy; 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
WE AGIB, 
Yet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
: Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the ſight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 
And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
By Sargis? banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ry vale : 
Fair-ſcenhes ! but, ah! no more with peace poſſeſs'd, 
With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſs'd. 
No more the ſhepherds whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd ; 
But Ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 
SECANDER. 
In vain x Circaiſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, _ 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, 
Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair. 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend ; 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 
aG 1B. 
Ye Georgian ſwains, chat piteous learn from far 8 
Circaſſia's ruin, and the waſte of war; e 


Some 
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Some weightier arms than erooks and ſtaffs prepare, 
To ſhield your harveſt, and defend your fair: 

The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deftroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo 

Wild as his land, in native deſarts bred, 

By luſt incited, of by malice ted, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, = 
Oft marks with blood and waſting flames the way ; 
Vet none ſo cruel as the Tartar foe, 

To death inur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 


He faid ; when loud along the vale was heard 
A ſhriller ſhriek; and nearer fires appeat'd: 
_ Th affrighted ſhepherds, thro? the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 


THE ACTOR: 
ADDRESSED TO BONNEL THORNTON, £SQs 
BY MR, LLOYD: 


CTING, dear Thornton, it's perfection draws 
From no obſervance of mechanick laws: 

No ſettled maxims of a fav'rite ſtage, 
No rules deliver'd down from age to age, 

Let players nicely mark them as they will, 
Can &er entail hereditary ſkill, | 
If, mongſt the humble hearers of A 
Some curious vet' ran critick chance to ſit, 
Is he pleas'd more becauſe *twas ated fo 
Dy Booth and Cibber thirty years ago? 
The mind recalls an object held more dear, 

And hates the copy, that it comes ſo near. 
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Why lov'd he Wilks's air, Booth's nervous tone ? 

In them 'twas natural, *twas all their own. 

A Garrick's genius muſt our wonder raiſe, 

But gives his mimick no refle æed praiſe; 
Thrice happy genius, whoſe unrivall'd name, 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame! 
*Tis thine to lead, with more than magick ſkill, 

The train of captive paſſions at thy will; 

To bid the burſting tear ſpontaneous flow 

In the ſweet ſenſe of ſympathetick woe: 

Through ev'ry vein I feel a chillneſs creep, PET 
When horrors ſuch as thine have murder'd fleeps _ * 
And at the old man's look and frantick ſtare, 1 
Tis Lear alarms me, for I ſee him there. 

Door yet confin'd to tragick walks alone, 
The comick Muſe, too, claims thee for her own, 
With each delightful requiſite to pleaſe, 

Taſte, ſpirit, judgment, elegance, and eaſe, 
Familiar Nature forms thy only rule, 
From Ranger's rake, to Drugger's vacant fool. 
With powers ſo pliant, and ſo various bleſs'd, 
That what we ſee the laſt, we like the beſt. 

Not 1dly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence, 
But burſt outrageous with the laugh of ſenſe. 

Perfection's top, with weary toil and pain, 
*Tis genius only that can hope to gain. 

The play'r's profeſſion (tho? I hate the phraſe, 5 
Tis fo mechanick in theſe modern days) | 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ſtart; 

Nature's true knowledge is the only art. 

The ftrong-felt paſſion bolts into his face, 

The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace? 

To this one ſtandard, make your juſt appeal, 

Here lies the golden ſecret—learn to FEEL. 

Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diſtreſs'd, 

No actor pleaſes, that is not pee tt. | | 

. e Once 
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Once on the ſtage, in Rome's declining days, 
When Chriſtians were the ſubject of their * 
Ere Perſecution dropp'd her iron rod, | 
And men ſtill wag'd an impious war with God, 
An Actor flouriſh'd of no vulgar fame, 
Nature's diſciple, and Geneft his name, 
A noble object for his {kill he choſe, 
A martyr dying midſt inſulting foes. 
Reſign'd with patience to religions laws, 
Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's cauſe. 
Fill'd with th' idea of the ſacred part, 
He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art; 
1 While look, and voice, and geſture, all expreſs'd 
1 - A kindred ardour in the player” breaſt : 
=_ Till as the flame thrœ all his boſom ran, 
He loſt the Actor, and commenc'd the Man; 
Profeſs'd the faith, his Pagan gods deny'd, 
And what he acted then, he after dy'd. 
The player's province they but vainly try, 
Who want theſe pow'rs—4deportment, voice, and eye. 
The critick fight *tis only grace can pleaſe, - 
No figure charms us if it has not eaſe. 
There are, who think the ſtature all in all, 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling ſenſe all other want ſupplies, 
rate no actor's merit from his ſize. 
Superior height requires ſuperior grace, 
And what's a giant with a vacant face? * 
Theatrick monarchs, in their tragick gait, 
Affect to mark the ſolemn pace of ſtate. 
One foot put forward in poſition ſtrong, 
The other, like it's vaſſal, dragg'd along. 
So grave each motion, ſo exact and flow, 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet-ſhow. 
The mien delights us that has native grace, 
But affectation ill ſupplies it's place, 


Unſkilful 
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Unſkilful actors, like your mimick apes, 
Will writhe their bodies in a thouſand ſhapes ; 
However foreign from the poet's art, 

No tragick hero but admires a ſtart. 

What though unfeeling of the nervous line, 
Who but allows his attitude is fine? 

While a whole minute equipois'd he ſtands, 
Till Praiſe diſmiſs him with her echoing hands! 

Reſolv'd, though nature hate the tedious pauſe, 
By perſeverance to extort applauſe. 

When Romeo, ſorrowing at his juliet's doom, 
With eager madneſs burſts the can vas tomb, 
The ſudden whirl, ſtretch'd leg, and lifted ftaff, 
Which pleaſe the vulgar, make the critick laugh, 

To paint the paſſion's force, and mark it well, 

The proper action Nature's ſelf will tell: 

No pleaſing pow'rs diſtortions e'er expreſs, 

And nicer judgment always loathes exceſs. 

In ſock or buſkin, who o'erleaps the bounds, 

Diſguſts our reaſon, and the taſte confounds. 

Of all the evils which the ſtage moleſt, 

J hate your fool who over-acts his jeſt ; 

Who murders what the poet finely writ, 

And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit, 

With ſhrug, and grin, and geſture out of place, 
And writes a fooliſh comment with his face. 
Old Johnſon once, tho” Cibber's perter vein 
But meanly groupes him with a num'rous train, 
With ſteady face, and ſober, hum'rous mien, 

Fill'd the ſtrong out-lines of the comick ſcene. 

What was writ down, with decent utt'rance ſpoke, 
| Betray'd no ſymptom of the conſcious joke; 

The very man in look, in voice, in air, 

And tho? upon the ſtage, appear'd no play'r, 

The word and action ſhould conjointly ſuit, 
But We! words i is labour too minute. | : 
— 2 Srimace 
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Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong, 
While ſober humour marks th? impreſſion ſtrong. 
Her proper traits the fix'd attention hit, 
And bring me cloſer to the poet's wit; 
With her delighted o'er each ſcene I go, 
Well pleas'd, and not aſham'd of being ſo. 
But let the gen'rous actor ſtill forbear 
To copy features with a mimick's care ! 
*Tis a poor ſkill, which ev'ry fool can reach, 
A vile ftage-cuſtom, honour'd in the breach. 
Worſe as more cloſe, the diſingenuous art 
But ſhews the wanton looſeneſs of the heart, 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean, 
Drag private foibles on the publick ſcene, 
Forſaking Nature's fair and open road, 
To mark ſome whim, ſome ſtrange peculiar mode 
Fir'd with diſguſt, J loathe his ſervile plan, 
Deſpiſe the mimick, and abhor the man. 
Go to the lame, to hoſpitals repair, 
And hunt for humour in diſtortions there ! 
Fill up the meaſure of the motley whim, 
With ſhrug, wink, ſnuffle, and convulſive limb 
Then ſhame, at once, to pleaſe a trifling age, 
Good ſenſe, good-manners, virtue, and the ſtage ! 
Tis not enough the voice be ſound and clear, 
Tis modulation that mult charm the ear. 


When deſperate heroines grieve with tedious moan, 


And whine their ſorrows in a ſee-ſaw tone, 

The ſame ſoft ſounds of unimpaſſion'd woes, 

Can only make the yawning hearers doze. ; 
The voice all modes of paſſion can expreſs,  .. 

That marks the proper word with proper ſtreſs : 

But none emphatick can that actor call, 

Who lays an equal emphaſis, on all. 


Some o'er the tongue the 1 meaſures roll, | 


Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll; 


Point 
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Point ev'ry ſtop, mark ev'ry pauſe ſo ſtrong, 
Their words, like ſtage proceſſions, ſtalk along: 
All affectation but creates diſguſt, 

And e'en in ſpeaking we may ſeem too juſt. 


Nor proper, Thornton, can thoſe ſounds appear 


Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear: 
In vain for them the pleaſing meaſure flows, 
Whoſe recitation runs it all to proſe; 
| Repeatin gz What the poet ſets not down; 
The verb disjointing from it's friendly noun; 
While pauſe, and break, and repetition, join 
To make a diicord in each tuneful line. 
Some placid natures fill th allotted ſcene 

With lifeleſs drone, inſipid and ſerene ; 

While others thunder ev'ry couplet o'er, 

And almoſt crack your ears with rant and roar. 


More nature oft, and finer ftrokes, are ſhown - 


In the low whiſper, than tempeſtuous tone: 
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fix*'d amaze, 
More powerful terror to the mind conveys, 
Than he who, ſwol'n with big impetuous rage, 
| Bullies the bulky phantom off the ſtage. 

He, who in earneſt ſtudies o'er his part, 

Will find true nature cling about his heart. 

The modes of grief are not included all, 

In the white handkerchief and mournful drayl ; 

A fingle look more marks th' internal woe, 
Than all the windings of the lengthen'd, O05 7 
Up to the face the quick ſenſation flies, 

And darts it's meaning from the ſpeaking eyes; 
Love, tranſport, madneſs, anger, ſcorn, deſpair, 
And all the paftions, all the foul is there. 

In vain Ophelia gives her flow'rets round, 
And with her ſtraws ſantaſtick ſtrews the ground; 
In vain now ſings, now heaves the deſp'rate ſigh, 

If phrenzy ſit not in the troubled eye. 


——— ——— 
— ia "> 
— 


— — — om — 


— 


— 
—— 2 - 


— 
MESS — 
— ry nr re neo 
aa — —e 


TO 4 TORI a . —.— — 
— - - 
— — 


— 
— 


— 2 * ä 7 22 
Dy an rr — 
———— —¾—— 


— 


» E * 
— — » 
Fn > ies 


—— ew 22 * ſe 


3 


A — . —  » 
Le — 3 Ex 
8 
8 


QIOY 
. : — 
22 — — ⁊ʒ — 
1 — — . 
— LE 
_ Cy 


= 
— 


* 
— — 
— — —ê 


><. = 
- - — f 4 * mm „ - 
- n EEE >" IE 5 — — N —— * A » 
— 4 : — — — — * * — — Vid, Lois 
l —— — 1 — — . — — 
——— . — = 2 mots pe 8 2 „ — "DO, a + . . k 8 
— 2 ” — - x - - 3 8 2 
— * - „ 3 — rr - 
noone 8 — — da 2 G 
— * 5 


—— — 


— — - : 
PPP 


182 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


In Cibber's look commanding ſorrows ſpeak, 
And call the tear faſt trick*ling down my cheek. 
There is a fault which ſtirs the critick's rage; 
A want of due attention on the ſtage. 
J have ſeen Actors, and admir'd ones too, 

Whoſe tongues wound up ſet forward from their cue; 
In their own ſpeech who whine, or roar away, 
Yet ſeem unmov'd at what the reſt may ſay; 
Whoſe eyes and thoughts on diff*rent objects roam, 
Until the prompter's voice recall them home. 

| Diveſt yourſelf of hearers, if you can, 
And ftrive to ſpeak, and be the very man. 
Why ſhould the well-bred Actor wiſh to know 
Who ſits above to-night, or who below ? 

So, mid th' harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
Italian ſquallers oft diſgrace the ſtage; 

| | When, with a ſimp'ring leer, and bow profound, 

The ſqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round; 
| | Or proud Mandane, of imperial race, 
| : Familiar drops a curtſey to her grace. 


To ſuit the dreſs demands the Actor's art; 
Yet there are thoſe who over-dreſs the part. 
To ſome preſcriptive right gives ſettled things; 
| Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings. 
| But Michael Caſſio might be drunk enough, | 
Tho? all his features were not grim'd with ſnuff. 
Why ſhould Pol. Peachum ſhine in ſattin cloaths? 
Why ev'ry devil dance in ſcarlet hoſe? 
| be But in ſtage-cuſtoms what offends me moſt, 
| Is the ſlip-door, and ſlowly-riſing ghoſt. 
| Tell me, nor count the queſtion too ſevere, 
= Why need the diſmal powder'd forms appear ? 
When chilling horrors ſhake th' affrigkted king, 
And Guilt torments him with her ſcorpion fting ; 
1 When keeneſt feelings at his boſom pull, 
And Fancy tells him that the feat is full; 
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Why need the ghoſt uſurp the monarch's place, 1 
To frighten children with his mealy face? 1 \ bt 
The king alone ſhould form the phantom there, 1 || 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. 25 | j 
If Belvidera her lov'd loſs deplore, 1 
Why for twin ſpectres burſts the yawning floor? — i 


When with diſorder'd ſtarts, and horrid cries, 1 | f ö 
She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes, | ; i" 
And ſtill purſues them with a frantick ſtare, a 
*Tis pregnant madneſs brings the viſions there, | i 
More inftant horror would enforce the ſcene, 15 


If all her ſhudd”rings were at ſhapes unſeen, 
Poet and Actor thus, with blended ſkill, | | | 
Mould all our paſſions to their inſtant will; _ b 
Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the ſtage, 
(The ſpeaking comment of his Shakeſpeare's page) Wil 
Oft as I drink the words with greedy ears, 1 1 | 
| I ſhake with horror, or diſſolve with tears, b 0 a 
4 O, ne'er may folly ſeize the throne of taſte, | "We 
1 Nor dulneſs lay the realms of genius waſte ! | 
No bouncing crackers ape the thund'rer's fire, 1 
No tumbler float upon the bending wire! | | 
More natural uſes to the Rage belong, | | 
Than tumblers, monſters, pantomime, or ſong. | 90 
For other purpoſe was that ſpot deſign'd: 
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To purge the paſſions, and reform the mind; 1 
To give to nature all the force of art, | | vs j 
And while it charms the ear, to mend the heart. Wi} 

Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend, . 1 q' 


The decent ſtage, as virtue's natural friend: 
Tho' oft debas'd with ſcenes prophane and looſe, 
No reaſon weighs againſt it's proper 7 
Tho? the lewd prieſt his ſacred function ſhame, = WHY 
Religion's perfect law is ftill the ſame. : ms 
Shall they, who trace the paſſions from their riſe, 11 
dhew Scorn her features, her own image Vice? 1 
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Who teach the mind it's proper force to ſcan, 
And hold the faithful mirror up to man, 

Shall their profeſſion e' er provoke diſdain, 

Who ſtand the foremoſt in the moral train; 

Who lend reflection all the grace of art, 

And ftrike the precept home upon the heart? 
Vet, hapleſs artiſt ! tho? thy ſkill can raiſe 
The burſting peal of univerſal praiſe; 5 

Tho' at thy beck Applauſe delighted ſtands, 

And lifts, Briareus like, her hundred hands; 
Know, Fame awards thee but a partial breath! _. 

Not all thy talents brave the ſtroke of death. 

Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 

And lateſt times ch' Eternal Nature feel. 

| "Tho? blended here the praiſe of bard and play'r, 

5 While more than half becomes the actor's ſhare, 

. Relentleſs Death untwiſts the mingled fame, 
And ſinks the player in the poet's name. 

The pliant muſcles of the various face, 
The mien that gave each ſentence ſtrength and grace, 
The tuneful voice, the eye that ſpoke the mind, 
Are gone—nor leave a fingle trace behind ! 


THE MAN OF SORROW. 
A 3 BY MR. GREVILLE. 


© A H! what avails the length'ning mead, 
| By Nature's kindeſt bounty ſpread 
Along the vale of flow'rs? _ 
Ah! what avails the darkening grove, 
Or Philomel's melodious love, / 


© That glads the midnight hours? 
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© For me, alas! the pod of day 


* 


* 


s 


Py 


Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 
Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 


6 


© Neer glitters on the hawthorn ſpray, 
Nor night her comfort brings: 


I have no pleaſure in the foſe; 


For me no vernal beauty blows, 


Nor Philomela ſings. 


See how the ſtu rdy peaſants ſtride 


Adown yon hillock's verdant fide, 
© In chearful ignorance bleſs'd ! 
Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 
Alike ariſes ev'ry-morn, 

By gay Contentment dreſs'd, 


Her choice divinely free; 


< She viſits oft the hamlet cot, 


Cc 


A 


= 2 bs 


* 


When Want and Sorrow are the lot 
6 Of Avarice and me. 


But ſee !=—or is it Fancy's dream ? 


 Methought a bright celeſtial gleam 


© Shot ſudden thro? the groves ; 
Behold, behold, in looſe array, 
Euphroſyne, more bright than day, 


More mild than Paphian doves ! 


Welcome, O! welcome, Pleaſure's queen! 
And ſee, along the velvet green, 


The jocund train advance: 

With ſcatter'd flow'rs they fill the air, 
The wood-nymphs dew-beſpangled hair 
1 YL in the porüre dance. 
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© Ah! baneful grant of angry Heaven 
When to the feeling wretch is ginn . 
© A ſoul alive to jo! . 

* Joys fly with ev'ry hour away,  - 7 » 
And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 5 
* To cares, that peace deſtroy. „ 

& And ſee, with viſionmy hates ö 
* (Too ſoon the gay deluſion ey” 1 $9 $4 
.- ©: Reality remains? ! /.*-- . 

Deſpair has ſeiz d my captive a . 


And horror drives without 3 9 92 
And flackens ſtill the reing. * 18 


— 


Ten thouſand beauties round me throng: ' 
What beauties, ſay, ye nymphs, belong LL 
| To the diſtemper'd foul? 5 | 

| e 1 ſee the lawn of hideous dye; a 49 


- 


| The towering elm nods mifery; 5 5 

| With groans the waters roll. 

| Ve gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 8 a 

nr. « Ye vivid tints of Danke msn on” 

| | © Ye were for miſery: made. J 

| "Twas thus the Man of Sorrow ſpokes ' _ ö 
| | His wayward ſtep then penſive took N 


Along th” unhallow'd ſhade. 
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[| THE MAN OF PLEASURE. 

[| BY THE SAME. | 

[| ES, e Wee Seer be mi * „ he-nn 
However great, or wiſe, or old, ; 

| j ; Fair Pleaſure's my purſuit; 

[ | For 
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For her I breathe the joyful day ; 
For her thro' Nature's wilds I ſtray, 
And cull the flow'rs and fruit. 


Sweep, ſweep the lute's enchanting ſtring, 


And all thy ſweets, lov'd Luxury, W 


To enjoy, is to obey:“ 


The heav'nly mandate ftill prevail, 
And let each unwiſe wretch bewail 
© The dire neglected day. 


Ah, graceleſs wretch ! to diſobey, 
And devious quit the flow'ry way, 
And light the gods? decree! . 

Still, ſtill, ye gods, the bleflings ſend ! ! 


If e'er my guilty hands offend, 


Indeed my heart is free. 


In Pleaſure's ray ſee Nature ſhine; 
How dull, alas! at Wiſdom's ſhrine! 


„ ?Tis folly to be wiſe.” 


Colluſive term! poor vain pretence ! 
Enjoyment, ſure, is real ſenſe, 
In philoſophick eyes. 


I love the carol of the hound, 
Enraptur'd on the living ground, 
In daſhing extaſy: 
I love the aukward courſer's ſtride, 
The courſer that has been well try'd, 
© And with him eager fly, 


And yes, I love, ye ſneering wiſe ! 


Fair Honour, ſpurning ſtill at lyes, 
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Still hand i in hand great Nature goes, 
|| With joys to honour never foes, 
© And all thoſe joys are free. 


F © And welcome thrice to Britiſh land, 

| From Italy's voluptuous ſtrand, 

Ve deſtin'd men of art; 

Breathe on the thrilling, meaning nz 

Each grace ſhall ll be faithful found. 
At your admirer's heart. | 


© Avert, ye gods! that curſe of fools, 

« The pride of theoretick rule. 
© That dupery of ſenſe; 

© I ne'er refuſe the proffer'd joy, 

< With cry good that can annoy 
Moſt eaſily diſpenſe. | | 


- _ 


© I catch each rapture as it flies, 

© Each happy loſs a gain ſupplies, 
And boon ſtill follows boon 3 

The ſmile of beauty gilds my day, 
Regardleſs of her frowns I itray— - 
© Thus thro my hours I run! 


a 


i 


a 


But let me not for idle rhyme | Sh DH; Td 
Neglect, ungrateful, good nen C 
Dar vatcna! thou art obey' d. 


= 


"Twas thus the Man of Pleaſure ole 5 
His jovial ſtep then careleſs tou, RT OS OLI TE 
To Celia—or her maid, 
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t ON A SUPPOSED SLIGHT FROM 
A FRIEND. 
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BY MISS ROBERTS. =_ 


HOU great Director of the ſoul, by 

| Who firſt to being calld me forth; | 
Teach me my paſſions to controul, 
Nor let my nature loſe it's worth. 


Bred in Adverſity's ſad ſchool, 

My deareſt wiſhes ever croſs'd ; 
Cannot I yet thoſe tumults rule, 
Which make theſe dear-bought leſſons loſt? 
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Alas! by various evils torn, 
How is my anxious mind diſtreſs'd! 
The paſt with ſecret tears I mourn; 
The preſent ſeldom gives me reſt. 
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To future proſpects if I fly, ro 
Ah, me! what hopes can they beſtow ? 8 j | 
Can flattering Fancy cheat the eye, | Pet 
With aught but lengthen'd ſcenes of woe? 


r. 


* — 8 


In early bloom, in life's firſt prime, | | i 1 

To Love and Friendſhip ſtill inclin'd; 

With lively hopes I look'd through time, 
Romantick pleaſures fil'd my mind. 
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But now, alas thoſe phantoms fled, 
By youth's s light hand ſo gaily dreſs'd; 
My worn-out mind, to Love grown dead, 
I thought myſelf in Friendſhip bleſs' d. 


But difappointments fill attend 
The mind to earth-born pleaſures prone: 
Look up, my ſoul, behold thy Fzx1env, 
And bend before his awful throne. 


Father ador'd, incline thine ear 5 
To her, whoſe heart afflictions preſs; 
© Vhoſe mind, tho? weak, thou know'ſt ſineere: 
© Oh! calm, and make her W leſs 
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Lend me, O gracious God ! thine ad; 
* Vouchſafe to rectify my heart: ; 
Thy goodneſs, on thy work diſplay'd, 
+ Will lead me to the better part!“ 


THE ACADEMICK SPORTSMAN; 
OR, A WINTER" 8 DAY. 


BY GERALD FITZGERALD, ES Q 


HE ſeather'd game that haunt the hoary plains, 
When ice-bound winter hangs in chryftal chains ; 
The mich thunder of the deep-mouth'd gun, 
By lightning uſher'd, and by death out-run 3 
The ſpaniel ſpringing on the new-fall'n prey; 
hne friend attendant, and the ſpirits gay: 
Theſe are the ſcenes which lur'd my earlieſt days 3 
And ſcenes like theſe continue ſtill to pleaſe. 
Oft, when I've ſeen the new-fledg'd morn ariſe, 
And ſpread it's pinions to the polar ſkies ; 


Th' ex- 
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Scents ev'ry leaf that on the margin grows; | 
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Th' expanded air with gelid fragrance fan, 
Brace the ſlack nerves, and animate the man ; 


Swift from the college, and from cares, I flew, 
(For ſtudious cares ſolicit ſomething new) 
From tinkling bells, that wake the truant's fears, 


And letter'd trophies of three thouſand years : 

Thro' length'ning ſtreets with ſanguine hopes I glide, 
The fatal tube depending at my fide. =» 

No buſy vendor dins with clam'rous call, 


No rattling carriage drives me to the wall; 


The cloſe-compatted ſhops, their commerce laid, 


In filence frown, like manſions of the dead: 
Save, where the ſooty-ſhrowded wretch cries © Sweep,” 


Or drowzy watchman ftalks in broken ſleep, 


*Scap'd from the hot-brain'd youth of midnight fame, 
Whoſe mirth is miſchief, and whoſe glory ſhame. 
Save, that from yonder ſtew the batter'd beau, 


With tott'ring ſteps comes reeling to and fro. 
Mark, how the live-long revels of the night 


Stare in his face; and ſtupify his fight ! 
Mark the looſe frame, yet impotently bold, 


Twixt man and beaſt, divided empire hold! 
Amphibious wretch! the prey of paſſion's tide, 


The wreck of riot, and the mock of pride. 


But we, my friend, with aims far diff'rent borne, 


Seek the fair fields, and court the bluſhing morn ; 


With ſturdy ſinews, bruſh the frozen ſnow, 
While crimſon colours on our faces glow ; 

Since life is ſhort, prolong it while we can, 
And vindicate the ways of health to man.” 

To yonder vales that ſpread beneath the hills, 
Where Miltown river winds with murm'ring rills, 
Onward our courſe diverſify'd we bend, | 
And right and left with anxious care attend : 

The poring ſpaniel, ſtudious as he goes, 
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192 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Sudden he ſtops !—he eyes the plaſhy ſpring! 
The frighted ſnipe darts upward on the wing; 

With {hrill-ton'd pipe implores the paſſive air, 
In vain ! for death e'en perſecutes him there. 
Another ſprings ! but, happier in his flight. . 
*Scapes the loud gun, and vaniſhes from: igt. h E | 
The ſport begun, and panting; ſtill for breath, 
With arms recruited for the work of death, 
Pleas'd we behold the gay tranſparent gleam | 
Of frozen lake, that ſkirts the purling ſtream;  _ 
With inlaid figures, and moſaick wrought, 
With margin rich, and lucid pendants fraught: 
Till lively Ranger chides our long delay, 
Gambols around, then forward ſprings away. 
_ Heav'n ! what delights my active mind renew, 
When out-ſpread nature opens to my view, 
| The carpet-cover'd earth of ſpangled white, 4 264] 

The vaulted ſky, juſt tinged with purple lightz 
The buly blackbird hops from ſpray to ſpray, f 
The gull, ſelf-balanc'd, floats his liquid way ; + 

The morning breeze in milder air retires, 

And rifing rapture all my boſom fires ; 
In incenſe wafted to the throne on high, 
dp Io Him who form'd the earth, the air, the ſky, 
Who gives me health and vigour to enjoy, 
Guides me e'en now, and guarded when a boy. 

Accept, great God! the fervour of my pray'r, 

And, as before, continue ſtill thy care. 

Oft as I view thee in creation's dreſs, 

Be mine to praiſe thee, as tis thine to bleſs! _ 

While fervid flights my lifted fancy takes, 

The wary woodcock ruſtles thro” the brakes; 

With haſty pinions wings his rapid courſe, | 

Till death purſues him, arm'd with double force: 

Each gun diſcharg'd, and conſcious of it's ain, 

Aſſerts the prize, and holds the dubious claum 3 , - 
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Till chance decides the ed ſpoil, 


Proclaims the victor, and rewards his toil. 
_ His luckleſs fate, immediate to repair, 
The baffled ſportſman beats with forward care ; 
Each buſh explores, that plats the hedge with pride, . 
Brooks at it's feet, and brambles at it' s fide— 
Another bird, juſt fluſhing at the ſound, 5 
Scarce tops the fence, then tumbles to the ground. 
Ah ! what avails him now the varniſh'd dye, 


The tortoiſe-colour'd back, the brilliant eye; 3 


The pointed bill, that fleers his vent“ rous way _ 
From northern climes, and dar'd the boiſ”rous ſea: 


To milder ſhores in vain theſe pinions ſped, 


Their beauty blaſted, and their 1 fled. . 


„ 


In Weſtern regions ſeeks a milder ſtate, 

Braves the broad ocean, and reſigns to fate; ; 
Scarce well arriv'd, and lab'ring to procure 
Life's free ſubſiſtence, and retreats ſecure, 
Sudden, he ſees the roving Indian nigh, 

Fate in his hand, and ruin in his eye! 

Scar'd at the light, he runs, he bounds, he flies; 


Till, arrow- pierc'd, he falls—he faints—he dies, 


Unhappy man ! who no extreme could ſhun, 


By tyrants baniſh'd, and by chance undone j 


In vain fair virtue fann'd the free-born flame, 


Now fall'n alike to fortune, and to fame. 


But why, my Muſe, when livelier themes I ſought, | 
Why change the rural ſcenes to ſober thought ? 


Why rouze the patriot ardour in my breaſt ?. 


Uſeleſs it's glow, when Freedom droops depreſod. 927 
Not mine to combat Lux'ry's lordly 1 
My humble lot forbids th' aſpiring pride; 
Forbids to ſtop Depopulation's hand,' | 

That cruſhes induſtry, and frights the land; 
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194 BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 
That robs the pdor of half their little ſtore, 


And this the taſk of ſov'reigns to attend: 
* ry what it's Tprings, and what it's thickets az 


And purge the æther with ſucceſſive fire; 
Spring o'er the fence that bars my active mind, 


Guard the. ſteep bank, to catch with eager pains,” 
The forward bound, that ſcarce the margin gains; . 


Than all the hoards Ab honours of the Eaſt. 


With converſe ſweet each interval ſupply ; ; 


Unlock the luices of my flowing heart, 


: Br eathe paſt'ral muſick, and the time beguile. . 


And inſurrection ſpreads from ſhore to ſhore, 
Theſe to prevent, be Rill the ſtateſman's end, 


Re mine the care, to range this ample eld, 


Purſue the game chat to the ſcies aſpire, 5 


And rouze my friend that ling'ring ſtays behind * 


Or loudly laugh, when, diligently nice, 

He backward ſlides, and bumps the crackling i ice. 
Oh, friendſhip ! name for ever lov'd, ador'd ; 

Thou richeſt gift, which Heaven for man has ford? 1 


To me more dear, congenial to my breaſt, 


Whene'er thro? life? s more arduous paths I bend, 
Be there to guide, and aid me to my end; 
Or when the ſports of rural ſcenes I try, 


In all extremes of buſineſs or of __ 
Be there to comfort, and be here to pleaſe; 


And to it's courſe thy genial warmth impart z 
Augment it's ſtream, refine it as it flows, | 

Till fair creation it's clear current ſhews !—- 

May no rude paſſions toſs it into foam, I 

Nor reſtleſs commerce on it's boſom roam; ; 

But chear'd. by bright'ning ſcience may it run, ; 
No cares to ruffle, and no rocks to ſhun; 

Or glide ſequeſter'd thro? Sylvanus' ſhades, 
The flocks of Pan, and Flora's flow ry meads; ; 
While the pleas'd Muſes, with auſpicious ſmile, 


_- 
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And thou, dar ſpaniel ! friend in other bm! b 


Obſequious come, thy duty to perform; _ 
Whoſe fond affection ever glows the ſame, 


Lives in each look, and vibrates thro” thy frames 


And thou, dear pointer ! never devious ſtray, 

But ſearch the plains inquiſitively gay; 

With lengthen'd fide, and ſapient noſe, inhale 
The floating vapour of the ſcented gale— 
Oft have I ſeen thee, when the balanc'd year, 

By Libra weigh'd, rewarded Ceres! care, 


Thro' new-ſhorn fields, with active vigour bound, 


Snuff the freſh air, and traverſe all the ground; 
Or cautious tread, and ſtep by ſtep ſurvey, 
With keeneſt attitude, the tim'rous prey; ; 
Then, ſtatue- like, with lifted foot proclaim 
The partridge near, and certify the game. 
Wheze'er I range, whatever ſports purſue, 
: Be ſtill attendant, and be ftill in view, 

Now had the ſun, in noon-tide robes array'd, 
Of fleecy clouds, the ſubje& world ſ urvey'd; 


Onward we move, to gain the mountain's fide*, 


That Eaſt and Weſt attends in ſolemn pride; 
With lofty head that breathes the gelid gale, 
Brow-beats the city, and o'erlooks the vale : 
Adown it's face the trickling riv'lets run, 
Spread at his feet, and bathe them in the ſun, 
Theſe to diſcloſe, we trace the rugged foil, 
And many a ſhot repays the pleaſing toil ; 

Till tir'd at length with new-diſcover'd game, 


Ty We mark the courſe reſery'd for future fame. 
As when the Spaniards, with unceaſing pains, 


Thro' Chili or d Hun. barren plains, 


South of Dublin. 
Bbz 


* That part of the Wicklew Mountains which lies about three miles to * 
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Approach'd Potoſi's arduous height, that boaſts 
The richeſt treaſures of the Southern coaſts; 
The latent veins they labour to explore, 
Of pregnant mines that teem with ſparkling ore; 
With riſing rapture ſpring them into day, 
And fluſl'd with pleaſure, plan their future ſway. | 
The day advanc'd, and waning to the weft, 
| Demands a thought for reſpite and for reſt; 
Back to the city calls a ſudden eye, 7 
Where vary'd beauties all in proſpect lie: 
The pointed ſteeples menacing the ſkies, 
The ſplendid domes that emulouſly riſe; | 
The lowly hamlets ſcatter'd here and there, 
That ſcarcely ſwell to breathe refreſhin g air; 
The hedge-row'd hills, and intermingled vales, 
The diſtant villas, fann'd by floating gales; 
And eaſtward fill; the wide-extended main, 
By commerce cover'd, awes the folemn ſcene. 
Theſe to behold may pleaſe the vacant mind; 
More pleaſing far the cottage of the hind, 
That yonder ſmokes, by ruſſet hawthorn hedg'd, 
By hay-yard back'd, and fide-long cow-houſe edg'd: 
Oft have I there my thirſt and toil allay'd, 
| Approach'd as now, and dar'd the dog that bay'd. 
The ſmiling matron joys to ſee her gueſts, 
Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requeſts 
| Repels her little brood that throng too nigh, 
The homely board prepares, the napkin dry; 
The new- made butter, and the raſher rare, 
The new. laid egg, that's dreſs'd with niceſt care: 
The milky ſtore, for cream collected firſt, 
Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirſt; 
While crackling faggots, bright'ning as they burn, 
Shew the neat cupboard, and the cleanly churn; 
The plaintive hen, the interloping gooſe, 
The lambkin dear that frifks about the houſe— _ 
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The modeſt maiden riſes from her wheel, 5 9 
„Who, unperceiv'd, a ſilent look would ſteal; | 1 
Call'd, ſhe attends, aſſiſts with artleſs grace, | if 
The bloom of nature fluſhing on her face, 1 j | 
That ſcorns the dye which pallid pride can lend, - 1 
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And all the arts which luxury attend. 
With fuel laden from the brambly rock, 
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Lo! forward comes the father of his flock, 5 | 
Of honeſt front—ſalutes with ruſtick gait, | 1 
Remarks our fare, and boaſts his former ſtate, Es l | 
When many a cow, nor long the time remoy'd, | 4 | 
And many a calf his ſpacious paſture rov'd, i! | 
Till riſing rents reduc'd them now to three, 1 
Abridg'd his farm, and fix'd him as we lee : 1 I 
Yet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth, = i i 
He ſeeks from labour, and he gains from health. | 111 
Then talks of ſport ; how many wild-ducks ſeen! 310 
What flocks of widgeon, too, had fledg'd the green! 13 
4 


Till ev'ry prentice dar'd the city ſhun, 

Range the wide field, and lift the level gun. 
While thus amus'd, and gladden'd with our lot, 
The haſty ev'ning calls us from the cot; 
A ſmall gratuity dilates their heart, | 5 1 
And many a bleſſing follows as we part. ; 
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Nor you, ye proud! diſdain their ſtate to hear, 
The ſtate of nature crowns their frugal cheer ; | 
Tranſmitted pure from patriarchal times, 


e 


By art unfaſhion'd to corruption's climes— 
To you unknown their labours and their race, 
Alike unknown their innocence and peace: 


Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame, 
Their lives calm current lows without a name. 
With limbs refreſh'd, with lively tales and gay, 
We homeward haſte, and guile the tedious way; 
Each obje& view in wint'ry dreſs around, 
And eye the dogs that wanton o'er the ground; 
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The penſive red-breaſt on the leafleſs bough, 
And juſt beneath, the fragrance-breathing cow ; 
While ſtill more grateful, with her cleanly pail, 
The ruddy milk-maid hears a tender tale 
From the lov'd ſwain, who ſwells th' alternate gh 
Leans on his ſtaff, and lures her ſide- long eye, 
With artleſs guiſe, his paſſion to impart, | 
With looks that ſpeak the language of his 8 
Her's was the ſweetneſs of the milk the preſs'd, 
And his the fervour of the ſweets careſs'd: 
A Daphne ſhe, with rural grace attir'd, 
A Damon he, with faithful love inſpir'd. 
Thrice happy pair ! whom guiltleſs joys adorn, 
Pure as the eve, and conſtant as the morn; 
| No pride-born cares, to fruſtrate or controul 
Your mutual vows reſponſive to the ſoul, 
Till ſacred Hymen binds the nuptial band, 
And blends your lives, a blefling to the land! 
Hence Contemplation lifts the internal eye, 
Fix'd on the love of Providence on high, 
That ſtill impartial thro? the world extends 
In bounteous bleſſings vary'd to their ends; 
From the rich Urkain to Siberia's ſnow, 
Adapted ſweets in ev'ry climate grow 3 - 
The rude Tonguſian, quiver'd for the chace, * 
Feels joys unknown to Perſia's ſplendid race; 
Thro' wilds immenſe purſues the ſavage brood, - 
At once his pride, his raiment, and his food ; 
No diff rence proves, but what from fancy ſprings, - 
Twixt tented Tartars, and empalac'd kings. 
But ſoon the viſionary ſcene withdraws, 
And active {ports ſolicit new applauſe, 
For yonder come—yet diſtant to the eye, 
The vagrant plover wafted thro' the ſky ; 
+ Swift to the hedge, on diff” rent ſides we run, 
That ſkirt the copſe, and hide the deadly gun; 
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How many grouſe! how many partridge fell! 
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Onward they move, regard leſs of their Rate, 
A ſingle guide conducts them to their fate; 


The ſudden thunder burſts ypon their head, 

The foremoſt fall, and all the reſt are fled. 
Thus, where it's foreſts Niagara ſpreads, ' 

And wild Oſwego all it's horror ſheds, 


The ſons of Britain march'd in vent'rous pride, 


No foe to front them, and no caution guide, 
Till ev'ry tree with hidden rage conſpires, 
And ev'ry ſhrub emits deſtructive fires, 


What could they do; or where the vengeance fly? 
They wheel—they.drop—and all or run or die : 
The gun, relentleſs, no compaſſion ſhews, 1 

And no reſpect of diff rent objects knows ; 


Alike regardleſs, when it's fury's ſtirr'd, 


Of man or beaſt—a Braddock, or a bird. 


But while J thus 1 it's dire effects attend, 
"Tis man alone muſt anſwer for the end. 
The gun, like riches, claims no genuine uſe, 
But juſt as rul'd, will good or bad produce; 


Whether it rolls the raging tide of war, 


Or only frights the tenants of the air; 

For empire leyell'd, or for health careſs'd, 

The motive, not the mean, is curs'd or bleſs'd. 
Now had the twilight, veil'd in gloomy grey, 


| Mourn'd the departure of retiring day ; 

A darker hue the face of nature wears, 
And ſearce diſtinct the diſtant town appears 
Back to our mind, in ſwift ſucceſſion throng, 
(To cheat the time and ſteal the road along) 


The various ſports of all the ſummer paſt, 


When ling'ring, long- vacation, came at laſt; 


Imagination fondly ſports to tell, 
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And quick tranſports me, gladden'd as I go, 
Where the proud Gaulties “ lift their awful brow. 
Oft did J there with lively ſpirits run, | 
Mount on their back to meet the riſing fun ; 8255 
When toiling, panting, labour-ſpent, and ſlow, 
I ftopp'd to breathe—and view'd the plains below: 
And thee, dear village +! lovelieſt of the clime, 
(Fain would I name thee, but I can't in rhyme) 
Where firſt my years in youthful pleaſures als d, 


And where in age I hope to die at laſt; 
Fain would I dwell upon thy native charms, 
Thy verdant hills and cultivated farms— 
But ſudden rouz'd, I ſee the pointers wind, 
My brother ſportſmen prefling cloſe behind; 
The grumbling heath-cock feels an inſtant wound, 
Adown he falls, and whirs againſt the ground 
Again, methinks I ſee the ſervice ſpread, 
The cold proviſions on the cakes of bread , 
The mountain ſtream, of babbling accents nigh, 
My couch the heath, my canopy the ky: { 
ZEneas-like, I eagerly devour 
The plates themſelves ||—the quarter'd vs of ours 
Like him ariſe new conqueſts to purſue, 
'Then end my toil, and tell of all I knew. 
So at the cloſe of toilſome, hardy life, 
The vet'ran ſoldier brags of glorious ſtrife; 
What dangers paſt, what cities he had ſeen, 
What battles fought, when thouſands d the green; 3 
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Till fancy-warm'd he ſeems to fight them o'er, 

And tir'd at laſt, he braves and boaſts no more. 
Bleſs'd with the view of Stephen's Green at laſt, 

Amuſive fancy paints it's pleaſures paſt ; 

Where ſhady walks entice the noon-tide gale, 

And whiſp'ring lovers ſoftly-ſighing tale; 

The ogling belle, the pert and powder'd beau, 

And dame delighted pretty Miſs to ſhew ; 

The trader trim, that ſtruts with vacant air 

To catch the breeze, or captivate the fair— 

But now no more Florillus glads the green, 

Lucinda's gone, and deſolate's the ſcene. 

The riſing moon, with delegated ſway, 

Supplies the radiance of the diſtant day, 

Reveals the various objects that we meet, 

And all the buſy tumults of the ſtreet ; 

With headlong pace the vagrant hawker ſcours, 

And bloody news from lungs horrifick pour: ; 

The dull, diſcordant ballad-notes annoy, 

That mock the crowd with Love's fantaſtick joy ; 

The cumb'rous coach, with blazon'd pomp, that ſhews 

Where pamper'd pride, and indolence repoſe ; 

While cloſe behind, the ſnhiv'ring female ſtrays, 

Parted from virtue, innocence, and eaſe, 

She, once the darling of her mother's arms, 


Her father's pride, and bleſs'd with blooming charms, 


Thro' all the village known for ſpotleſs fame; 

Fair was her beauty, fairer ſtill her name: 

Till the fly tempter urg'd inſidious ſuit, 

And lur'd her weakneſs to forbidden fruit. 

There periſh'd grace, her guardian honour fed, 

And ſad remembrance mourns each bleſiing—dead | 5 

Expell'd the paradiſe of native ſway, 

She wanders now to ev'ry vice a prey— 

A prey to yonder terror of the night, 

(Avert, ye gods ! ſuch monſters from my fight !) 
48 
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202 BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


The bully dire: whoſe front the furies ſwell, 
And ſcars diſhoneſt mark the ſon of hell— _ 
 Invain! ſhe ſhrinks to ſhun his luckleſs pace, 
Aw'd by the terrors of his vengeful face; 
To ſcenes Tartarean, ſee ! the wretches hie, 
Where drench'd in vice, they rave they rotor die. 
Heav'n! how unlike the pure, the tranquil ſcene, 
Where rural mirth, and rural manners reign: 
Where ſimple cheer diſclaims the cares of wealth, 
And freſn'ning gales diffuſe the glow of health; 
Where undiſturb'd, unenvy'd, unconfin'd, 
Calm Reaſon rules each moment of the mind ; 
Where mock'd Ambition ſeeks her laſt retreat, 
And proves the world a bubble or a cheat. 
Thhro' clam'rous ſtreets at length by caution led, 
Lo! Alma Mater rears her rev'rend head 5 | 
Unfolds the portals of her awful courts, 
Where nurs'd by Science, future Fame reſorts— 
Pleas'd, we behold the bright'ning fuel blaze, 
And hot repaſt that gives content and eaſe ; 
While keeneſt appetites a zeſt beſtow, _ 
* Which liſtleſs Luxury can never know. 
| The cloth remov'd, with blefling for our fare, 
We next the jug of cordial punch prepare; 
Or purple claret ſparkling as we pour, 
Nectareous juice! to chear the ſocial hour, 
When toil declining claims refreſhment's ſmiles, 
And mirthful Innocence the time beguiles. 
With conſcious joy our nets we then review, 
And all the conqueſts of the day renew; 
Boaſt of our ſkill, and palliate where it fails; 
For e'en in trifles human pride prevails— 
Nor to ourſelves the feather'd ſpoils confine, 
But range them round for Friendſhip's ſacred ſhrine 
The rural bliſs redoubles in our breaſt, —_ 
In pleaſing others when ourſelves are bleſs'd. 
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Nor you, my friends? diſdain what we adore ; 
We give with pleaſure, and would give you more: 
Our off'ring take; and, as we wiſh, ſurvey, | fi 
The grateful produce of a Winter's Day. a1 


TO A FRIEND. IN AFFLICTION. 9 


BY MRS. COLLIER. 


H, me! what pangs a tender heart muſt feel! 


Such is the wayward fate of all below, | | 4 q ! 
We joy and ſorrow oft in others weal, Ul 
And belt affections prove a ſource of woe. 0 


— 
— —— — 
— L 


To Friendſhip's pow'r I've long reſign'd my ſoul, 
And fancy'd happineſs her reign muſt prove ; 

The ills of life I thought ſhe would controul, 
And peace and reſt would flow from pureſt love. 
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Alas! *twas mortal, what I'd fancy'd more; 
And ills will mix in ſcenes beneath the ſky : 

Friendſhip ſoon prov'd th ideal blifs was o'er ; 

That pains were doubled by the tender tye. 


— 


c œ B! . ee Ee — 
x. ate — —ů — —— 
- ä : 


© "35-06 FAA Ir ET SI TR rn 


— 
= ng 2 — — ͤ — 
3. AG. 2 — "I 
wtf "rramberr.. 


Friendſhip, how ſtrange thy ſympathetick pow” ! 

Thy magick influence ſpreads thro' all my mind; . 
I doat on pain, indulge the mournful hour, 

When Friendſhip calls, nor think her taſk unkind, 


Nay, more—how oft I've left the mirthful ſcene, 
The ſcene where joy and laughter ſeem'd to reign ; 
And ſtole with Friendſhip to the calm ſerene, 
The converſe of the heart—how great the gain! 
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When my Maria meets me, gentle maid, 
And tells the artleſs ſtory of her woe 

My boſom meets her ſighs, her griefs would aid, 
And tear for tear from ſympathy will flow ! 


Might but the heart-felt tenderneſs I bear, 
| Soothe the keen anguiſh of her aching breaſt z 
With joy I would indulge th” endearing care, 
And live to huſh her ſorrows into reſt, - 


My dear Maria! can thy heart enjoy 
A ſenſe of aught that friendſhip can beſtow ? 
Or does thy wretchedneſs all ſenſe deſtroy, 
But that which only ſerves. to ſwell thy woe? 


| Yet ſuch my love to thee, the tye ſo ſtrong, 
I ſtill would ſtrive to eaſe thy ſoul's diſtreſs ; 
Nor could pale miſery paint the feafon long, 
That in the end ſhould bring thy mind redreſs. 


Sometimes I've ſeen a tranſient gleam of joy, 
Transfus'd through all thy features to a ſmile: 
Indulge the ray, nor be to Friendſhip coy ; 
Her kindly influence may thy woes beguile. 


With liberal hand thy mind by Heav'n is ſtor'd, 
Each dear affection in thy heart hath place 
For gifts like theſe, be gracious Heav'n ador'd, | 1 
And glowing gratitude expreſs the grace! 


Theſe, too, will bid thy tortur'd breaſt be ſtill, 
And calm thy troubled paſſions into reſt; 
Will lead to acquieſce in th' Almighty's will, 
And ſee that all his ways are right, and beſt. 


8  SIMKIN, 
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A FAIRY TALE. 


BY DR. KENRICK, 
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N days of yore, when elves were ſeen, 
By moon-light dancing on the green, 

Leading in myftick ſteps their train, 
O'er marſhy mead or flow'ry plain; 
A maiden with her milking pail, 
Tripp'd morn and eve acroſs the vale ; 
Patty, the ſweeteſt temper'd laſs 
That e'er beat dew-drop from the graſs 
But Nature, half unkind, had ſhed 
Ill-natur'd influence on her head; 
For, oh! the cauſe of many a care! 
Deep-tinted red the virgin's hair. 

For ſiſter nymphs ſhe liv'd a jeſt, 
And ne'er was kiſs'd among the reſt. 
Now ſo it chanc'd, that by the mead, 
Where Patty's cows were us'd to feed, 
There ſtood a mount, on verdant ground, 
With daiſies ſtrew'd, and violets crown'd ; 
Round which had many a tim'rous ſwain 
Seen fairies ſporting on the plain : 

For under, as the ſtory's told, 
They dwelt in palaces of gold ; 

Safe in the boſom of the hill, | 
Where they convey'd themſelves at will; 
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Et neque jam color eſt miſto candore rubori. OVIDG 
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Or, when they fend; from thence could Ws 
Inviſible to mortal eyes. 
By theſe the nymph was often ſeen, 
With clear-ſtarch'd coif ſo neat and clean, 
Devoid of all that negligence, 
That gives the fairies juſt offence ; 
Who trace the houſe with critick eye, 
Nor paſs an unwaſh'd trencher by; 
But pinch ſevere the careleſs maid, 
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For room unſwept, or ſpoon miſlaid. 
They view in pity Patty's hair, 
And take the virgin to their care. 
5 Now, as at duſky eve the maid 
Sat milking Mully in the ſhade, 
Simkin, a ſprite of neither ſex, 
That us'd old peeviſh maids to vex, 
In flowing azure looſely dreſs'd, 
A thin tranſparent gauze it's veſt ; 
Like that which now to us convey'd, 
The modern females term a ſhade : 
Aftride a vapour dancing came; 
A Will o' th Wiſp it's mortal name: 
The ſame which boys ſo often ken, 
From diſtant lake or foggy fen; 
A cloud of light that leads aſtray 
Trav'llers, benighted on their way. 
Thus, over hill and dale, the maid 
The well-deſigning Simkin led; 
Till twelve o'clock, a ſolemn ſound, 
| Rung, from a neighb'ring village, round: 
What time the nimble fairies tread 
The maiden daiſies of the mead, 
Which ſcarcely bend beneath their weight, 
| So lightly trip their nimble feet. 
How bleſt the plain ! thrice fertile ſoil, 
On which the fairies deign to ſmile ! 
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No barren ſpot <an here be found, 

No weed'nor thiſtle curſe the ground 5 
Nor here is heard the ſcreech-owl's note, 
Nor omen from the raven's throat; 
But thruſh and black-bird ſweetly ſing, 
And the glad cuckoo hails the ſpring. 


Here, too, the ſcented ſweet-briar grows, 
The woodbine wild, and wild the roſe ; 
The king-cup ſmiles with brighter bloom, 


And violets breathe more ſweet perfume. 
To ſuch a ſpot, enchanted mead ! 
The ſprightly elve doth Patty lead; 


Now from his bounding ſteed alights, 


And mixes *mong his fellow ſprites ; 
His bounding ſteed no more his care, 


Directly vaniſh'd into air. 


Now gentle Patty, in ſarprize, 7 
Around her turns her wand'ring eyes, 
Here ſome ſhe ſaw, with mighty care, 
New-moulding fancies for the fair; 


Here roſe a head, and there was ſeen 
Improvements on a capuchin; 


{For all the milliner imparts 


Is the reſult of fairy arts.) 
Here ſtood a crowd in warm diſpute, 


About to form a birth-day ſuit ; | 
And there, in conſultation, fat 


As many, modelling a hat: 
Faſt by, inſpir'd by female love, 
The ſpreading petticoat t' improve, 


They met, and in debate were high, 
Or is ?—or is it not—a fly? 
Others, to greater deeds inclin'd, 


Were drawing morals for the mind; 


And 1o! to this important end, 


The fairy hiſtories are penn'd ; 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
The ſprites, to all invention new, 
Their flender fingers dip in dew, 
And fill with deeds unknown before, 
Their tomes, the leaves of ſycamore. 
Hence are the lov'd of fairies taught, 
And bleſs'd with ev'ry brilliant thought; 
Who here peruſe at early dawn, 
Th' impreſſions on the dewy lawn, 
Ere yet an inauſpicious wind, _ 
Leaves not a ſingle tome behind, 
Or the refulgent ſun exhales 5 
On one bright beam a thouſand tales! 
From hence each intellectual vapour, 
They ſcrawl on mortal ink and paper. 
So wretches, vulgar things their care, 
For muſhrooms at the morn repair, 
Ere yet th' expanding warmth of dax 
Dries their contracted ſweets away. 

A number more, at different toil, 
Patty with terror view'd a while: | 
When now a train approach'd the maid, 
With ſprightly Simkin at their head; 
Who, ſmiling, tripp'd before the reſt, 
And thus the trembling fair addreſs'd. 

Fear not, ſweeteſt maid, but ſee 
What the gift we bring to thee. 
This the queen of fairies ſent, 
In a phial nicely pent ; J 
Drops, by moon-ey'd elves diſtill'd 
From the wild-buds of the field; 
Mix'd with liquids nicely caught, 
Which in acorn cups are brought ; 
Fill'd before the peep of morn, 
From the prickly point of thorn ; 
Or the furze-buſh in the dell, 
Or the yellow cowllip bell, 
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Let titles, dignities, and honours bow, 


From god-like Mercy firſt deriv'd it's ſource ; 
Offspring of Heav'n, of two-fold force poſſeſs'd, 
Who bleſſing others, in thyſelf art bleſs'd. 
Hail, mild Philanthropy, from Mercy ſprung, 


To heal the ſtrifes, and eafe the cares of man! 


. Whoſe ſmile is fortune, and whoſe frown 1s fate; 
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c (Suck'd froin thence with ſlender pipe) 1 
Or the hip, at Chriſtmas ripe 5 ä | 
c Join'd with theſe, a chymick rare, | & 

Earth extract from pureſt air. 74 

< Nymph, with this bedew thine head, j 


No more ſhall glow thy locks with red ; 
Of lovely brown ſhall be thy hair, 
And thou the brighteſt of the fair,” 
This ſaid, the ken of riſing day 
Summon'd each ſprite in haſte away. 
Now Patty to the phial flies, 

And ſtraight the remedy applies. 

She ſighs, neglected, now no more, 
The ſwains admire that jeer'd before; 

The nymphs from former pity tun 

And now with hate and envy burn. 
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PHILANTHROPY. 
INSCRIBED TO THE DUKE or NORTHUMBERLAND. 
| BY o. MARTYN, ESQ. 
A I L, firſt-born principle of grace divine, 
Eternal Mercy ! at thy ſacred ſhrine 


Wealth ſtoop her creſt, and Pride herſelf fall low. 
Hail, Charity benign! whoſe gentle courſe 


Begot by fiat of th' Almighty tongue, 
When Diſcord firſt his jarring reign began, 


The monarch, ſeated in the chair of ſtate, 


2D —.— Whoſe 
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Whoſe word, obſequious, diſtant realms obey, 


And crowds attendant own his fov'reign ſway ; 

At Mercy's throne ſhall bend the ſuppliant knee, 

And, God of Mercy! ſeek for aid from thee. 

At that fad hour, when wealth and grandeur fail, 

And Joy no longer ſpreads her ſilken fail ; 

When anxious doubts the flutt'ring ſoul poſſes, 

Dreading to be, yet fearing to be leſs; 

© Lo! Charity, with lenient hand appears, 

| And comfort miniſters with mingling. tears; 
Bleſs'd hope of future bliſsful ſcenes the brings, 

| | And robs the tyrant, Death, of half has ſlings. 
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When ſuch misfortunes as e'en wealth attend, 
A ſon unduteous, or unfaithful friend, 
Vnjuſt ſuſpicion, or ill- founded blame, 
1 A wounded character, or blaſted fame, 
| | Envy's foul tongue, or Malice” ranc'rous dart, 
| Diſtract the mind, and rack the lab'ring heart; 
Philanthropy with willing ſtep draws nigh, 
With ſweet compaſſion checks the riſing ſigh, 
Perſuaſive bids us common ills endure, 
| And charms the malady ſhe cannot cure. 
| Thrice happy thou, to whom indulgent Heav'n 
The means of bleſſing, and the will has giv'n; 
| 2 A heart attentive to the plaints of woe, 
| 


A hand reſponſive. ready to beſtow ; 
A foul which emulates the Pow'r above, 
| Replete with mercy, charity, and love. 
3H | Behold yon pile in decent order riſe, 
| + Whoſe annual coſt thy lib'ral hand ſupplies, 
To fickneſs dedicate, and ſudden ill, 
Where care, contentment, N and kill, 
With force united combat fierce diſeaſe, 
Expel the poiſon, and reſtore to eaſe : : 
Wretches reliev'd, in ſtrains of heart- felt praiſe, 
To God, and. thee, their e voices raiſe; 
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And feeble Age beneath it's rigour bows; 


And Want, with double force, the wretch aſſails: | 
Warm'd by thy hand, and by thy bounty fed, l. 
The child of woe ſhall rear his drooping head, | 
And raiſe to heav'n his ſupplicating pray'r, | | 
To crown thy days with choiceſt bleſſings here; 
From care and pain thine eve of life to guard, 


And grant eternal bliſs, thy due reward. | | 
O, for that Muſe which Rosse's hero ſung! Ml 
That lyre with harmony celeſtial trung! | 1 
Sounds that might vibrate on the raviſh'd ear WO | h 
Strains fit for Virtue's choiceſt ſons to hen! 1 
Deſcription's pow'rs to paint the glowing line | 
And, as the ſubject, language all divine! = 1 
Then would th' enraptur'd Mufe, with willing feet, | 1 
Attend thee daily to the dark retreat, | 


And hides it's miſery from vulgar eyes; | '1 
Where conſcious Virtue, dignify'd in grief, | 
Unus'd to work, aſham'd to ſeek relief, . | it 


On God alone for ſuccour he depends; 
Nor on himſelf beſtows a ſingle tear. 


| Whoſe voice could comfort, and whoſe ſmile could chear; ; 


O'erwhelm'd with grief, in ſilent ſorrow ſtands, 


Till at their plaints her yearning heart o'erflow, - 
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Mothers preſerv'd, ſhall catch the grateful flame, 1 = 
And liſping infants ſtrive to bleſs thy name, | 

When nipping Winter bends it's hoary brows, 


When e'en the chearing ſun's bleſs'd influence fails, 


Where worth obſcure, in pining anguiſh lies, 


Bereft alike of fortune and of friends, 
Humbly ſubmits the rod of wrath to bear, 
Lo, where his wife, dear partner of his care 


Whoſe eye was ſunſhine on the lovelieſt face, 
Whoſe form was ſymmetry, whoſe motion grace; 


Graſping her hapleſs race with pallid hands; 


And burſt upon them-in a flood of woe! —— 2k 
- 3 D'2 For 


212 BEAUTIES: OF POETRY. 


For theſe he mourns ; for theſe his racking heart, . 


Tho' nurs'd in troubles, and inur'd to ſmart, 
Melting to ſoftneſs, joins the weeping train, 
And ſeeks Religion's aid to eaſe his pain; 
Her heav'n- taught precepts calmly he purſues, 
Faithful in hope, to Providence he ſues, 
Humbly reſolv'd with patience to endure, 


And truſts, that He who gave the wound will cure: 


Nor truſts in vain ; for ſee, at Heav'n's command, 
As Him of yore, with healing in his hand, 
An angel-miniſter of | peace appears, . 
With downy pinions wipes the falling tears, 
Puts fell Deſpair to flight, diſpels the gloom, 
And Health and Competence their reign reſume! 
Nor yet confin'd to private acts alone, 
Is mild Philanthropy's bleſs'd influence known 
Kingdoms and ſtates her kind protection ſhare, 
And ev'ry human ill demands her care. 
When civil broils diſtract the commonweal, 
Tis her's to ſoften, and *tis her's to heal; 
To bend the rigid patriot's haughty ſoul, 
To teach the fierce republican controul ; 
And bid the frantick demagogues contend, 


Who moſt ſhall be, not ſeem, his country's friend. 


But ſhould Rebellion dare, with lawleſs aim, 
In arms to vindicate ſome groundleſs claim; 
With wild preſumption king and ſenate awe, 
And madly ſpurn at loyalty and law ; 

Then ſhall Philanthropy, with ſteady view, 
Unchang'd, unmov'd, her gen'rous plans purſue ; 
With neceſſary force her arm extend, PE. 5 
And check with pow'r divine th' inſulting fend 1 
Nor ſpares ſhe then her deareſt ſon to yield 

To all the dangers of th' embattled field; 

But bids him, zealous in the righteous cauſe 
Of injur'd faith and violated laws, 


Go 


T u bt +, 2 So ns 


F: 
4 
Is 
& 
$f 
=D 


£ , 
55 
4 
I 
Ys 
3 


BEAUTIES OF. POETRY. 213 


Go forth his country” 8 champion, lead her bands 
Ober ſeas Atlantick, to thoſe hoſtile lands 
Where clam'rous faction rules the wide domains, 


And holds Allegiance bound in galling chains ; 
Where Loyalty and Virtue, doom'd to fly, 
Unhallow'd Tumult lifts his banner high; 


Where loud Confuſion and fell Diſcord roar, 


And Peace and Order quit the hated ſhore. 
The heats of party-fury to aſſuage, 
To item the torrent of miſguided rage : 


To bid miſtaken zealots rancour ceaſe, 
And call them back to reaſon and to peace; 


Inſpir'd by thee, the noble youth eſſays, 


And points the ſacred branch a thouſand ways: 
But deaf to Wiſdom's, as to Virtue's call, 
And ſtill reſolv'd to urge their deſp'rate fall, 
When led by Folly to Deſtruction's brink, 


From proffer'd terms the wretched victims ſhrink, 


Parental love, with ſavage hate requite, 


And turn from mercy with contemptuous light; 1 
The Chriſtian hero, from reſentment free, 
Tempers ſtrict juſtice with humanity, 


And whilſt his arms immortal trophies raiſe, 
Eſteems THE FRIEND OF MAN his better praiſe, 


All hail, Philanthropy ! ! whoſe lib'ral mind, 


Fix'd to no climate, to no ſtate confin'd, 
: Pervading Nature's univerſal ſoul, 
Irradiates, aftuates, and informs the whole! 


The humble peaſant, who with guiltleſs breaſt, 
Fluſh'd by no hopes, and by no fears poſſeſs'd, 
Unnotic'd ſtrays the road of life along, 
And chears his labours with an artleſs ſong ; 
Touch'd by Philanthropy, with pleaſure eyes 
The neighb'ring crops in promis'd plenty riſe ; 
Conducts the wand'rer to his maſter's fold, 


Or helps the harveſt home of future Je” 
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| The cunning artiſt, whoſe mechanick hand 
| Proportion, form, and beauty can command, 
= The maſs unſhap'd, to order can reduce, 
| And call it forth to elegance and uſe, 
| Her influence feels—with honeſt pride i e 
E The wond”rous. progreſs of his mimick arts; ; 
Free to commend, and only flow to blame, 
1 He joys to lead the docile youth to fame: 
His pupil's merit with regard ſurveys, _ 
And ſcarcely claims his due, the maſter's praiſe, 
| The man of ſcience lives not for himſelf, 
Door hoards his treaſures up like ſordid pelf ; 
Pleas'd to communicate, ſtill more to find 
| 8 5 His labour prove a bleſſing to mankind ; 
1 Ambitious only of that noble praiſe, 
| Which honeſt fame in grateful tribute pays ; 
| Founds en Philanthropy his gen'ral plan, 
I And makes his ſole purſuit, HH GOOD or Man. 
| | Where Windſor's turrets, tow'ring to the ſkies, 
In proud pre-eminence majeltick riſe ; ED | 
| Where George and Charlotte, born to reign and bleſs 
From toils of ſtate enjoy their lov'd receſs; 
Philanthropy, their welcome gueſt, attends, 
From publick cares the royal breaſt unbends, 
And leaves the monarch happy to diſpenſe 
| The milder virtues of beneficence. _ 
= The turf-crown'd cottage, undifturb'd retreat, 
| Upon whoſe roof no ſtorms of fortune beat, | 
| | Within whoſe walls no guſts of paſſion blow, 
= ; Too mean for envy, and for hate too low, 
| From Pride, Ambition, baſe intruders ! free, 
| With humble grace receives Philanthropy. 
Upon the barren mountain's hoary top, 
In the low vale where oozing, waters drop; 3 
Along the ſtream that trickles thro? the wood, 
Upon the wild beach of the briny flood 3 
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In buſy cities, and ſequeſter'd dells, 

In princes palaces, and hermits cells; 

Where pamper'd Wealth on bed of down reclines, 
Where meagre Want on humble pallet pines, 
Philanthropy reſides : and low, and high, 

Noble, and mean, riches, and penury, 

With equal eye regards; nor more ſhe loves, 

Or Shenſtone's bow'rs, or Lyttelton's alcoves; 
But dwells with Virtue, in whate'er degree, 
And, good and great Northumberland, with thee, 


* 0 


TAT HERMIT. 
BY DR. PARNELL. 


AR in a wild, unknown to > wala view, 
From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well : 
Remote from men, with God he paſs'd the days, 
Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe, 
A Hfe ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Seem'd heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe ; 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway. 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his ſoul is loſt. 
So, when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſs'd 
Calm nature's image on it's wat'ry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſwering colours glow : 
Zut if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, | 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide,. 
.And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, trees, and ſxies, in thick diſorder run. 
2 | ty To 
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To clear this doubt, to know the world by ſight, 
To find if books, or ſwains, report it right, 
{For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand' ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the Pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 

Then with the fun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to pafs; 
But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way! 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail !“ he cry'd. 
And hail, my ſon !? the rev'rend fire reply'd. 


Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 


And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road ; 

Till each, with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 

While in their age they differ, join in heart. 

Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 
Now ſunk the ſun; the cloſing hour of day 

Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey ; 

Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe ; 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 


There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they paſs, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their floping fides of graſs. 


It chanc'd, the noble maſter of the dome 


Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home, 


Yet ftill the kindneſs from a thirſt of praiſe, 

Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 

The pair arrive; the livery'd ſervants wait; 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate: 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good, | + + + + - 
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Then, led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 
At length ' tis morn ; and, at the dawn of day, 

Along the wide canals the zephyrs play : 


Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſleep. 


Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 


An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; . 

Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go; 


And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 


His cup was vaniſn'd; for, in ſecret guiſe, 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize. 


As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 


Gliſtening and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder'd ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 


Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear; 3 
So ſeem'd the fire, when far upon the road, | 
The ſhining ſpoil his wiley partner ſhow'd. 


He ſtopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: 


Murmuring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 


That generous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds ; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 


And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain, 8 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wandering pair retreat, 


To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 


*Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 


And ftrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 

It's owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 

Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. 
As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 


| Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew; 
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The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhowers began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunders ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. R 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 5 : a 
('Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt ;) 25 
Slow creeking turns the door with jealous care, | 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour through their limbs recals : 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace, 
With ſtill remark the pondering Hermit view'd, 
Eg ts In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; 
C And why ſhould ſuch,” within himſelf he cw, 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ?? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
Ia every ſettling feature of his face; 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup the generous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
bw he ſtinted Kindnefs of this churliſh ſoul. 
But now the clouds i in airy tumult fly; 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky; 
A ſrecher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glittering as they tremble, chear the day: 
The weather Tourts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 
With all the travail of uncertain thought ; ; 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 
 ?Twas there 2 vice; and ſeemid a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
Leg and confounded with the various 5 ſhows, 
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Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nig. 9 


Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet: 


f To Him who gives us all, I yield 2 part; | 
From Him you come, for Him accept it here, g 


He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 


When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 


Was ſtrong for toil; the dappled morn aroſe; 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 


0 ſtrange return! grew black; and gaſp'd, and dy'd; 


Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
And breathe blue fire; could more aſſault his heart. 


A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage oer 
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Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky, : 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie, 


The foil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 


And neither poorly low, nor idly great: e 8 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak it's maſter's turh of mind, 


Content, and not to praiſe, but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 


Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears; and thus replies. 
Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 


— — 
W — 


A frank and ſober; more than coſtly cheer.“ 


— 


Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; 


— 


Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with prayer. 
At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, 
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Before the Pilgrims part, the younger crept, 
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And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride; 


Horror of horrors! what! kis only ſon! 
How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done f 


Confus'd, and ſtruck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed: 
His ſteps the Youth purſues; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way: 


Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before; 
— — — ” 
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| Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth, who-ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 


Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt BI: in: A 
Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the * 


Wild, ſparkling rage, in flames the father's den, . 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, We 156) 
© Deteſted wretch ! But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 


When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet;. ; 


His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt: his hart; 


Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air; 5 1 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter d on the day, 


Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay.” $5 


The form etherial burſt upon his ſight, A1 
And moves in all the majeſty of lihlnlnt. 

Though loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion ws: 3 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 85 4 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words muspende 3 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. "KA 5.5 


But ſilence here the beauteous Angel broke, 
(The voice of mufick raviſh'd:as he ſpoke.) 


Thy prayer, thy praiſe, thy life to vice ankam. SE 
© In ſweet memorial rife before the throne 5 2 
* Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright — * 10. ol 
* And force an Angel down to calm thy mind; 


„For this; commiſſionꝰ d, erte the tapas SE 
_ © Nay, ceaſe to kneel thy fellow: ſervant I 


Then know the truth of government Divine, . 
And let theſe ſeruples be no longer thine... + 
© The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid 

* It's ſacred majeſty through all depends |; 
1 On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 


_ — 
. 


— 


—— 
— * » 


. 


— . _ * * * * 
— Ly * 
— = — —— 
— 0 — * 
w — 


— — — 


— INOES 


— > — 


| f 
I 


—— — 
— — 


— --—— 


i 


pills 


i, 


age 220 lmeg. 


[ 
| 


„ 


0 
Ma 


ith 


— — 
— — 
— — 
— — 
—— — 
— en 
— — 
— — 
— — 


. —— — 0 . 
— * 
— g | 
' — _ 
— 
— 
— 
— 4 
— MN 
— | 
— J 
— — — 
— 
— 
_— * 92 
— 


Wil 
| 
hg 


Wm 
10 0 


i 
* C 


1 


* 1 
AV qt 
DV : Men « 


— E — 
— <6 & — — 
7 


mul 


* 
M 
== 


nds 
| : 
— 


I 
A 


| 
e 


ai coll 
U 


f 


il 


8 
Var 
1 


| DO TT Tn TOUT mT / / mmm | 
| — N — — 3 - ——_ — SS - 
CV | 2 


Riblih'd as the Act directs, by 
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© Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The Power exerts his attributes on high; 
Tour actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurprize, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wondering eyes? 
Yet, taught by theſe, confeſs th' Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt ! 
The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 
Who made his ivory ſtands with goblet's ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine; 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
© The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wandering poor; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That Heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind: 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon it's head; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs the filver runs betow. 
« Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half-wean'd his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liy'd in pain, 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run? 
But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 
To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow.) 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. $M 
© But now had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
£ Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back; 
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27 BEAUTIES or POETRY. E 
+ TU night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 0 
And what a fund of charity would fail! I 
Thus Heaven inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'er, E 
© Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more.“ 4 
On founding pinions here the youth withdrew; 4 
The ſage ſtood wondering as the ſeraph flew. „ 
Thus look'd Eliſha when, to mount on high, I 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky ; | 3 
The fiery pomp aicending left to view; I 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. Z 
The bending Hermit here a prayer begun, 1 
Lord! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done!“ 3 
Then, gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
And 2 a life of piety and 3 F 
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PETHERTON BRIDGE“. 
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AN ELEGY. 
INSCR 1315 10 | THE REV. MR. BEANS 
BY MR. GERRARD. 
Bean! whoſe fond connubial days 5 | ; „ 
A beauteous infant-race attend; g 


Say, wilt thou once more aid my lays, 
And join the patron to the friend ? 


| But not o'er bright Aönian plains, 
2 Enraptur'd as we us'd to roam: 
| The Muſe each joyous thought reſtrains, 


And calls her wing'd ideas home. 


Tradition holds, chat the cataſtrophe alluded to in this elegy happened about 
two centuries ago; of which the ſculpture was yet to be ſeen at the above - men- 
tioned bridge, near South N Semeriets 
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The wedded pair for children pray; 
They come—fair bleſſings from the ſkies; 
What raptures gild the halcyon day! 

What joys in diſtant azure riſe! 


But, ah! enamour'd as they view 

The ſmiling, hopeful, infant-train, 
Unſeen, Misfortune marks his due, 
Unheard, he threats the heart with pain. 


Had fad diſaſter ne'er enſnar d 

Ihe ſoft, the innocent, and young, 
The tender Muſe had gladly ſpar'd 
The little heroes of her ſong. 


See'ſt thou the limpid current glide | 
Beneath yon bridge, my hapleſs theme, 
Where brambles fringe it's verdant ſide, 

And willows tremble o'er the ſtream ? 


From Petherton it takes it's name, 
From whence two ſmiling infants ſtray'd: 
Led by the ſtream, they hither came, 
And on the flowery margin play'd. 


Sweet victims! muſt your ſhort-liv'd day 
So ſoon extinguiſh in the wave; 
And point the ſetting ſun his way, 
That glimmer'd o'er your wat'ry grave! 


As each, by childiſh fancy led, 9 985 
Cropp'd the broad daiſies as they ſprung; 


Lay firetch'd along the verdant bed, 
And ſweetly ply'd the liſping tongue; 


| 65 Lol 
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Lo! from the ſpray-deſerted ſteep, 
Where either way the twigs divide, 

The one roll'd headlong to the deep, 
And plung'd beneath the cloſing tide: 


The other ſaw; and, from the land, 
(While nature imag'd ſtrange diſtreſs) 
Stretch'd o'er the brink his little hand, 
'The fruitleſs fignal of redreſs! 


- — 00; — 
828 — = 3 2 


— _ 
— — By — — — — — — — — 
— ͤ— — 2 — — — — — 2 
— a —— — 229 0 _—_ —— —— 
= — —— ex PDT. 15 


The offer'd pledge, without delay, 
The ftruggling victim roſe and caught; 
But, ah! in vain— their fatal way, 


1 They both deſcended ſwift as thought. 


short was the wave-opprefling ſpace; 
Convuls'd with pains too ſharp to bear, 
Their lives diſſolv'd in one embrace, 
Their mingled ſouls flew up in air. 


Lo! there yon time-worn ſculpture ſhews Fa 
The- ſad, the melancholy truth; 

What pangs the tortur'd parent knows, 
What ſnares await defenceleſs youth. 


Here, not to ſympathy unknown, 
Pull oft the ſad Muſe wand'ring near, 
Bends ſilent o'er the moſſy ſtone, 3 

And wets it with a willing tear. 
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M E LPO MEN E; 
OR, THE 
REGION 8 ' OF TERROR AND PIT. 
AN ODE. 
BY MR. ROBERT DODSLEY. 


UEEN of the human heart? at whoſe command 
O The ſwelling tides of mighty paſſion riſe; 
Melpomene, ſupport my vent'rous hand, 
And aid thy ſuppliant in his bold emprize, 
From the gay ſcenes of pride 
Do thou his footſteps guide 
To Nature's awful courts, where nurs'd of yore, 
Voung Shakeſpeare, Fancy's child, was taught his various lore. 


So may his favour'd eye OP the ue, 
To few reveal'd, whence human ſorrows charm: 
So may his numbers, with pathetick force, 
Bid Terror ſhake us, or Compaſhon warm, 815 
As different ſtrains controul 
The movements of the ſoul, 
Adjuſt it's paſſions, harmonize it's tone, 
Io feel for others? woe, or nobly bear ak own. 


Deep in the covert of a hadowy grove, 
Mid broken rocks where daſhing currents play, 
Dear to the penſive pleaſures, dear to love, 
And Damon's Muſe, that breathes her melting lay, 
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This ardent prayer was made: 
When, lo! the ſecret ſhade, 


As conſcious of fome heavenly preſence, ſhook— 


Strength, firmneſs, reaſon, ay aſtoniſh'd ſoul forſook. 


Ah! whither, aoddety ! whither am I borne ? 
To what wild region's necromantick ſnore? 
| Theſe panicks whence ? and why my boſom torn 
With ſudden terrors never felt before? 
Darkneſs inwraps me round, 
While from the vaſt profound 
Emerging ſpeQres dreadful ſhapes aſſume, 


And gleaming on my ſight, add horror to the gloom, | 


Ha! what 15 he, whoſe fierce, indignant eye, 

Denouncing vengeance, kindles into flame? 

Whoſe boiſterous fury blows a ſtorm fo high, 

As with it's thunder ſhakes his labouring frame. 
What can ſuch rage provoke ? 
His words their paſſage choak : 

His eager ſteps, nor time nor truce allow, 
And dreadful! dangers wait the menace of his brow. 


Protect me, Goddeſs! whence that fearful ſhriek 


Of conſternation ? as grim Death had laid 
His icy fingers on ſome guilty cheek, 


And all the powers of manhood crunk diſmay'd: F-. 


Ah, ſee! beſmear'd with gore, 
Revenge ſtands threat'ning o'er | 
A pale delinquent, whoſe retorted eyes 


In vain for pity call—the wretched victim dies! 


Nor long the ſpace—abandon'd to deſpair, 
With eyes aghaſt, or hopeleſs fix'd on earth, 

This ſlave of paſſion rends his ſcatter'd hair, 
Beats his ſad breaſt, and execrates his birth: 


While 
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While torn within, he feels 
The pangs of whips and wheels; 
And ſees, or fancies, all the ſiends below, 
Beckoning his n ſoul to realms of endleſs woe. 


Before my wond'ring ſenſe new phantoms dance, 
And ſtamp their horrid ſhapes upon my brain ! 
A wretch with jealous brow, and eyes aſkance, 
Feeds all in ſecret on- his boſom pain. 
Fond love, fierce hate, afſul; 
Alternate they prevail: 
While conſcious pride and ſhame with rage > conſpire, 
And urge the latent park to flames of e ire. 


The ſtorm proceeds—his changeful viſage trace: 
From rage to madneſs ev'ry feature breaks. 
A growing phrenzy grins upon his face, 
And in his frightful ſtare Diſtraction ſpeaks: 
His ſtraw-inveſted head 
Proclaims all reaſon fled; 
And not a tear bedews thoſe vacant eyes 


But ſongs and ſhouts ſucceed, and laughter-mingled fi ghs. 


Yet, yet again !/—a murd'rer's hand appears 
Graſping a pointed dagger ſtain'd with blood! 
His look malignant chilis with boding fears, 
That check the current of life's ebbing flood. 
In midnight's darkeſt clouds 
The dreary miſcreant ſhrouds 
His felon ſtep—as 'twere to darkneſs given, | 
To dim the watchful eye of all-pervading Heaven. 


And hark! Ah, mercy ! whence that hollow ſound? 
Why with ſtrange horror ſtarts my briftling hair? 
Earth opens wide; and, from unhallow'd . 
A {as ghoft, ſlow-riling, ſteals « on air: 
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To where a mangled corſe, 


Expos'd without remorſe, 
Lies ſhroudleſs, unentomb'd, he points the way 
Points to the prowling wolf exultant o'er his prey. 


* Was it for this,” he cries, © with kindly ſhower 
Of daily gifts the traitor I careſs'd? 
For this array'd him in the robe of power, 
And lodg'd my royal ſecrets in his breaſt ? 
O kindneſs ill repay'd! 
© To bare the murdering blade 
* Againſt my life !—May Heav'n his guilt explore, 
E And to my ſuffering race their ſplendid rights reſtore !? 


He faid, and ſtalk'd away.—* Ah, Goddeſs ! ceaſe 
* Thus with terrifick forms to rack my brain ; 
* Theſe horrid phantoms ſhake the throne of Peace, | 
And Reaſon calls her boaſted powers in vain, 
Then change thy magick wand, 
© Thy dreadful troops diſband, 
And gentler ſhapes, and ſofter ſcenes diſcloſe, 
Jo melt the feeling heart, yet ſoothe it's tendereſt woes!“ 


The fervent prayer was keard—Wirk hideous found, 
Her ebon gates of darkneſs open flew ; 
A dawning twilight chears the dread profound, 
The train of terror vaniſhes from view. _ 
More mild enchantments riſe: 
New ſcenes ſalute my eyes; 


Graves, fountains, bowers, and temples, grace the plain, 


And turtles coo around, and nightingales FOYER, 


And every myrtle bower and cypreſs grove, 
And every ſolemn temple teems with lite ; 
Here glows the ſcene with fond but hapleſs love, 
There with the deeper woes of human ſtrife. 


J 
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In groups around the lawn, 
By freſh diſaſters drawn, 
The fad ſpectators ſeem trans fix d in woe, 
And pitying ſighs are heard, and heart-felt ſorrows flow. 


Behold that beauteous maid! her languid head, 
Bends like a drooping lily charg'd with rain; 
With floods of tears ſhe bathes a lover dead, 
In brave aſſertion of her honour flain. 
Fler boſom heaves with ſighs, 
To Heaven he lifts her eyes, 
With grief beyond the power of words oppreſ/'d, 
| Sinks on the lifeleſs corſe, and dies upon his breaſt. 


How ſtrong the bands of Friendlip ? Vet, alas! 
Behind yon mouldering tower with ivy crown'd, 
Of two, the foremoſt in her ſacred claſs, 
One from his friend receives the fatal wound ! 
What could ſuch fury move ! | 
What, but 111-fated love! 
The ſame fair object each fond heart enthralls, | 
And he, the favour'd youth, her hapleſs victim falls. 
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Can aught ſo deeply ſway the generous mind 
To mutual truth, as female truſt in love ? 
Then what relief ſhall yon fair mourner find, 
Scorn'd by the man who ſhould her Plaine remove? 
Buy fair, but falſe pretence, 
She loſt her innocence; 
5 And that ſweet babe, the fruit of treacherous art, 
Claſp'd in her arms expires, and breaks the parent's heart. 
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Ah! who to pomp or grandeur would aſpire ? 
Kings are not rais'd above Misfortune's frown : 

That form, ſo graceful even in mean attire, 
Sway'd once a ſceptre, once ſuſtain'ꝗ a crown, | | 
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From filial rage and ftrife, 

To ſcreen his cloſing life, 
lle quits his throne, a father's ſorrow feels, 
And in the lap of Want his patient head conceals, 


More yet remain'd—but lo! the penſive Queen 
Appears confeſs'd before my dazzled fight ; 
Grace in her ſteps, and ſoftneſs in her mien, 
The face of ſorrow mingled with delight. 
Not ſuch her nobler frame, 
When kindling into flame, 
And bold in Virtue's cauſe, her zeal aſpires 


To waken guilty pangs, or breathe heroick fires. 


A' d into filence, my rapt ſoul attends— 
The Power, with eyes complacent, ſaw my fear; 
And, as with grace ineffable ſhe bends, 
Theſe accents vibrate on my liſt'ning ear. 
© Aſpiring ſon of art, 
© Know, tho' thy feeling heart | 
Glow with theſe wonders to thy fancy ſhewn, 
c Still may the Delian God thy powerleſs toils diſown, 


A thouſand tender ſcenes of ſoft diſtreſs 
May ſwell thy breaſt with ſympathetick woes; 
© A thouſand ſuch dread forms on fancy preſs, 
As from my dreary realms of darkneſs roſe, 
Whence Shakeſpeare's chilling fears, 
And Otway's melting tears— _ 
That awful gloom, this melancholy plain, 
© The zypes of every theme that ſuits the TRAGICK STRAIN. 


But doſt thou worſhip Nature night and morn, | 
And all due honour to her precepts pay? 
© Canſt thou the lure of Affectation ſcorn, _ 
* Pleas'd in the ſimpler paths of Truth to ſtray ? | 
— — Haſt 
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* Haſt thou the Graces fair 

* Invok*d with ardent prayer? 
i They muſt attire, as Nature muſt impart, 
The ſentiment ſublime, the language of the heart. 


Then, if creative Genius pour his ray, 
Warm with inſpiring influence on thy breaſt; 
© Taſte, judgment, fancy, if thou canſt diſplay, 
And the deep ſource of Paſſion ſtand confeſs'd; 
Then may the liſtening train, | | 
8 Affected, feel thy ſtrain | 1 
Feel Grief or Terror, Rage or Pity move: q 
Change with thy varying ſcenes, and every ſcene approve! 


Humbled before her ſight, and bending low, — 
I kiſs'd the borders of her crimſon veſt; 5 | 
Eager to ſpeak, I felt my boſom glow, | 1 
But fear upon my lips her ſeal impreſs'd. 
While awe- ſtruck thus I ſtood, 

The bowers, the lawn, the weod, 
The Form Celeſtial, fading on my view, 
Diſſolv'd in liquid air, and all the viſion flew, 


ODE TO MAY, 
BY MISS WHATELY. 


F AtREST daughter of the year, ' 
Ever blooming, lovely May ; f 
While thy vivid ſkies appear, 

Nature ſmiles, and all is gay. 


Thine the flowery-painted mead, 
Paſture fair, and mountain green; 

Thine, with infant-harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene. 

| Friend 
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Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 
Blithſome near the yellow broom ; 


While his flock, that careleſs ſtrays, | 
Seeks the wild thyme's ſweet perfume. s 


May, with thee I mean to rove 8 


O'er theſe lawns and vallies fair 3 | 
Tune thy gentle lyre to lo vg. 
Cheriſh hope, and ſoften care. 


Round me ſhall the village ſwains, 


Shall the roſy nymphs appear; 


While I ſing, in rural trams, 


May, to ſhepherds ever dear. 


I had never {kill to raiſe 


Peäns from the vocal ſtrings ; | 
To the god-like hero's praiſe, 
To the pageant pomp of kings; 


Stranger to the hoſtile plains, 

Where the brazen trumpets ſound ; 
Life's purple ſtream the verdure ſtains, 

And heaps promiſcuous preſs the ground : 


Where the murderous cannon's breath 
Fate denounces from afar, | 


And the loud report of death 


Stuns the cruel ear of war. 


Stranger to the park and play, 
Birth-night balls, and courtly trains - 
Thee I woo, my gentle May, 
Tune for thee my native ſtrains. 


Blooming 
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Blooming groves, and wand'ring rills, | 
Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams; 
Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, 

All her unexalted toes. 


THE HYMN OF CLEANTHES*, 
BY- GILBERT. WEST, ESQ. 


| Under various ſacred 1 names ador'd! 
Divinity ſupreme ! all- potent Lord! 
Author of nature! whoſe unbounded ſway 


And legiſlative power all things obey! 
Majeſtick Jove ! all hail ! To thee belong 


The ſuppliant prayer, and tributary ſong: 

To thee from all thy mortal offspring due 
From thee we came, from thee our being drew; 
Whatever lives and moves, great Sire! is thine; 
Embodied portions of the ſoul divine. 
Therefore to thee will I attune my ſtring, 

And of thy wond'rous pow'r for ever ſing. 

The wheeling orbs, the wand'ring fires above, 
That round this earthly ſphere inceſſant move, 
Through all this boundleſs world admit thy ſway, 
And roll ſpontaneous where thou point'ſt the way. 


Such is the awe impreſs'd on nature round, 


When thro? the void thy dreadful thunders ſound. 


Thoſe flaming agents of thy matchleſs pow'r, 
Aſtoniſh'd worlds, hear, tremble, and adore. 


Thus paramount to all, by all obey'd, 


Ruling that reaſon which, thro? all convey'd, 


Informs this gen'ral maſs, thou reign'ſt ador'd, 


— unbounded, univerſal Lord. 


* ® Cleanthes, as author of this — wait a di Eipleof Zenon 
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For nor in earth, nor earth-encircling floods, 
Nor yon etherial pole, the ſeat of gods, 
| Is aught perform'd without thy aid divine; 
Strength, wiſdom, virtue, mighty Jove, | are thine ! q | 
| Vice is the act of man, by paſſion toſs'd, 
And in the ſhoreleſs ſea of folly loſt ; 
But thou what vice diſorders, can'ſt compoſe, 
[ And profit by the malice of thy foes: 
So blending good with evil, fair with foul, 
As thence to model one harmonious whole; 
One univerſal law of truth and right; 
| But wretched mortals ſhun the heav'nly light; 
And, tho” to bliſs directing ſtill their choice, 
Hear not, or heed not, Reaſon's ſacred voice; 
That common guide, ordain'd to point the road, 
That leads obedient man to ſolid good. 
Thence, quitting Virtue's lovely paths, they rove 3 ; 
As various objects, various paſſions move. 
Some thro? oppoſing crowds and throat ning war, 
Seek Power's bright throne, and Fame's triumphal e car; 
Some, bent on wealth, purſue with endleſs pain, 
Oppreſſive, ſordid, and diſhoneſt gain: 
| While others, to ſoft indolence reſign'd, 
Drown in corporeal ſweets th? immortal mind. 
But, O great Father, thunder-ruling God ! 
Who in thick darkneſs mak'ſt thy dread abode ! 
Thou, from whoſe bounty all good gifts deſcend, 
Do thou from ignorance mankind defend! 
The clouds of vice and folly, O controul ! 
And ſhed the beams of wiſdom on the ſoul! 
Thoſe radiant beams, by whoſe all-piercing flame 
Thy juſtice rules this univerſal frame. 
'Fhat, honour'd with a portion of thy light, 
We may eſſay thy goodneſs to requite, 
With honorary ſongs and grateful lays, 
And hymn. thy glorious works with ceaſeleſs praiſe, 
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The proper taſk of man; and ſure, to ſing 

Of nature's laws, and nature's mighty King, 
Is bliſs ſupreme. Let gods with mortals join! 
The ſubject may tranſport a bxeaſt divine. | 
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 GDDRESSED TO THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF CLARE, 


AFTERWARDS DUXE OP NEWCASTLE, 
BY SIR SAMUEL GARTH, 


HA frenzy has of late poſſeſs'd the brain Þ 
_ Tho? few can write, yet fewer can refrain. 
So rank our foil, our bards riſe in ſuch ſtore, 
Their rich retaining patrons ſcarce are more; 
The laſt indulge the fault the firſt commit, 


And take off till the offal of their wit. 
$0 ſhameleſs, ſo abandon'd, are their Ways, 


They poach Parnaſſus, and lay ſnares for praiſe, 
None ever can without admirers live, 
Who have a penſion or a place to give. 


Great miniſters ne'er fail of great deſerts ; 


The herald gives them blood, the poet parts. 


| Senſe is of courſe annex'd to wealth and pow'r 5 


No Muſe is proof againſt a golden ſhow'r. 
Let but his lordſhip write ſome poor lampoon, 


He's Horac'd up in doggrel like his wn; 


Or if to rant in tragick rage he yields, 
Falſe Fame cries—* Athens ;* honeſt Truth Moorfields,! 
Thus fool'd, he flounces on thro” floods of ink, 


Flags with full ſail, and riſes but to fink. . 


Some venal pens ſo proſtitute the bays, 


heir panegyricks laſh, their ſatire's praiſe: — 
2 G 2 ; - 
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| So nauſeouſly and fo unlike they paint, 
| N——s an Adonis, Mr a faint. 
Metius with thoſe fam'd heroes i is compar'd 
That led in triumph Porus and Tallard. 
But ſuch a ſhameleſs Muſe muſt laughter move, 
That aims to make Salmoneus vie with Jove. 
To form great works puts Fate itſelf to pain; 
Fen Nature labours for a mighty man ; 
And, to perpetuate her hero's fame, wh 
She trains no leſs a poet next to frame. 
Rare as the hero's is the poet's rage; 
Churchills and Drydens riſe but once an age. 
With earthquakes tow'ring Pindar's birth begun, 
And an eclipſe produc'd Alcmena's ſon : 
The fire of gods « o'er Phœbus caſt a ſhade, 7 15 
But with a hero well the world repaid. 
No bard for bribes ſhould proſtitute his vein, 
Nor dare to flatter where he ſhould arraign. 
To grant big Thraſo valour, Phormio ſenſe, 
Should indignation give, at leaſt offence. 
hate ſuch mercenaries, and would try 
From this reproach t to reſcue poetry. 
| ; Apollo? s ſons ſhould ſcorn the ſervile art, 
And to court-preachers leave the fulſome 1 
* What, then, you'll ſay, © muſt no true ſterling pal, 
© Becauſe i impure. allays ſome coin debaſe?? 
Yes—praiſe, if, juſtly offer'd, I'II allow, 
And when I meet with merit ſcribble too. 
The man who's honeſt, open, and a friend, 
Glad to oblige, uneaſy to offend; | 
Forgiving others, to himſelf ſevere 1 : 
Tho! earneſt eaſy, civil yet ſincere ; "IM 
Who ſeldom but thro! great good- nature errs ; : 
Deteſting fraud as much as flatterers: 175 
Tis he my Muſe's homage ſhould receive, | Bo 
Je 1 could write, or Holles could. forgives, | 3 3 
| 5 But 
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But pardon, learned youth, that I decline 

A name ſo lov'd by me, ſo lately thine, 

When Pelham you reſign'd, what could repair 

A loſs ſo great, unleſs Newcaſtle's heir? 
Hydaſpes, that the Aſian plains divides, 

From his bright urn in pureſt chryſtal glides ; 

But when new-gathering ſtreams enlarge his courſe, 
He's Indus nam'd, and rolls with mightier force 
In tabled floods of gold his current flows, 

And wealth on nations, as he runs, beſtows. | 

Dire& me, Clare! to name ſome nobler M uſe, 
That for her theme thy late receſs may chuſe ; 
Such bright deſeriptions fall the ſubjet dreſs, 
Such varied ſcenes, ſuch pleaſing i images, 

That ſwains ſhall leave their lawns, and nymphs their bow"! 'r3, 
And quit Arcadia for a ſeat like yours. 

But ſay, who ſhall attempt th advent'rous part, 
Where Nature borrows dreſs from Vanbrugh's art? 
If, by Apollo taught, he touch the lyre,. 

Stones mount in columns, palaces aſpire, 

And rocks are animated with his fire. 

"Tis he can paint in verſe thoſe riſing hills, 

Their gentle vallies, and their filver rills; _ 

Cloſe groves and op'ning glades with verdure ſpread, 
Flow'rs ſighing ſweets, and ſhrubs that balſam bleed; 
With gay variety the proſpe& crown'd, 

And all the bright horizon ſmiling round ; 

Whilſt I attempt to tell how ancient fame 

Records from whence the villa took it's name. 

* In times of old, when Britiſh nymphs were known 
To love no foreign faſhions like their own ; 

When dreſs was monſtrous, and fig-leaves the mode, 
And quality put on no paint but woad ; 

Of Spaniſh red unheard was then the name, 

(For cheeks were only taught to bluſh by ſhame) 
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No beauty, to increaſe her crowd of ſlaves, 
Roſe out of waſh, as Venus out of waves; 
Not yer lead-comb was on the toilet plac'd, 
Not yet broad eyebrows were reduc'd by paſte ; 
No ſhape-ſmith ſet up ſhop, and drove a trade 
To mend the work wiſe Providence had made; 
Tires were unheard of, and unknown the loom, 
And thrifty filk-worms ſpun for times to come; 
Bare limbs were then the marks of modeſty; | 
All, like Diana, were below the knee. 
-"*Th6 men appear'd a rough undaunted race, 
Surly in ſhow, unfaſhion'd in addreſs ; 
Upright in actions, and in thought ſincere, 
And ſtrictly were the ſame they would appear, 
Honour was plac'd in probity alone, 
For villains had no titles but their own. 
None travell'd to return politely mad, 
But ſtill what fancy wanted reaſon had. 
Whatever Nature aſk'd their hands could give; 
_ Unlearn'd in feaſts, they only eat to live. 
No cook with art increas'd phyſicians fees, 
Nor ſerv'd up death in ſoups and fricaſſees. 
Their taſte was, like their temper, unrefin'd, 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 
Ere right and wrong by turns ſet prices bore, 
And conſcience had 1 it's rate, like common whore; | 
Or tools to great employments had pretence, 
Or merit was made out by impudence; 
Or coxcombs look'd aſſuming in affairs, 
And humble friends grew haughty miniſters: 
In thoſe good days of innocence here ſtood 
Of oaks, with heads unſhorn, a ſolemn wood, 
Frequented by the Druids, to beſtow 
Religious honours on the miſletoe. 
The naturaliſts are puzzled to explain 
Hoy trees did firſt this ſtranger entertain; 
. . Whether 
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Whether the buſy birds ingraft it there, 

Or elſe ſome deity's miſtaken care, 

As Druids thought; for when the blaſted oak 
By lightning falls, this plant eſcapes the ſtroke, 
So, when the Gauls the tow'rs of Rome defac'd, 
And flames drove forward with outrageous waſte, 
Jove's favour'd capitol uninjur'd ſtood ; 

So ſacred was the manſion of a god. 

Shades honour'd by this plant the Druids choſe, 
Here for the bleeding victims altars roſe: 
To Hermes oft they paid their ſacrifice, 

Parent of arts, and patron of the wiſe. 

Good rules in mild perſuaſions they convey'd, 
Their lives confirming what their lectures ſaid. 
None violated truth, invaded right, 

Yet had few laws but will and appetite, 
The people's peace they ſtudy'd, and profeſs'd 
No politicks but publick intereſt. 

Hard was their lodging, homely was their food, 
For all their luxury was doing good, 

No mitred prieſt did then with princes vie, 
Nor o'er his maſter claim ſupremacy ; 

Nor were the rules of faith allow'd more pure 
For being ſeveral centuries obſcure, 

None loſt their fortunes, forfeited their blood, 
For not believing what none underſtood: 

Nor Simony nor ſinecure were known; 

Nor would the bee work honey for the drone: 
Nor was the way invented, to diſmiſs 

Frail Abigails with fat pluralities. 

But then, in fillets bound, a hallow'd band, 
Taught how to tend the flocks, and till the land; 
Could tell what murrains in what months begun, 
And how the ſeaſons travell'd with the ſun: 
When his dim orb ſeem'd wading thro? the air, 
They told that rain on dropping wings drew near; 
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And that the winds their bellowing throats would try, 
When redd*ning clouds reflect his blood-ſhot eye. 
All their remarks on Nature's laws require 
More lines than would e'en Alpin's readers tire. 

This ſ-& in ſacred veneration held 
Opinions by the Samian ſage reveal'd ; 
That matter no annihilation knows, 
But wanders from theſe tenements to thoſe: 

For when the plaſtick particles as gone, 
They rally in ſome ſpecies like their own. 

The felf-ſame atoms, if new jumbled, will 

In ſeas be reſtleſs, and in earth be ſtill; 

Can, in the truffle, furniſh out a feaſt, 

And nauſeate, in the ſcaly ſquill, the taſte. 

Thoſe falling leaves that wither with the year, 

Will in the next on other ſtems appear ; 

The ſap that now forſakes the barſting bud, 

In ſome new ſhoot will circulate green blood; 
The breath to-day that from the jaſmine blows, 

Will, when the ſeaſon offers, ſcent the roſe; 

And thoſe bright flames that in carnations glow, 

Ere long will blanch the lily with a ſnow. 

They hold, that matter muſt be {till the ſame, 

And varies but in figure and in name: 

And that the ſoul not dies, but ſhifts her ſeat, 

New rounds of life to run, or paſt repeats 

Thus, when the brave and virtuous ceaſe to live, 

In beings brave and virtuous they revive: 

Again ſhall Romulus in Naſſau reign 

Great Numa, in a Brunſwick prince, ordain 

Good laws, and halcyon years ſhall huſh the world again. 

The truths of old traditions were their theme, 

Or gods deſcending in a morning dream. 

Paſt acts they cited, and to come foretold, 

And could events not ripe for fate unfold. 
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Beneath the ſhady covert of an oak, 

In rhymes uncouth, prophetick truths they ſpoke. 

Attend then, Clare! nor is the legend long; 3 

The ſtory of thy villa is their ſong. 65 5 
The fair Montano, of the Sylvan race, 


Was with each beauty bleſs'd, and ev'ry 1 
© His fire, green Faunus, guardian of the wood; 


His mother, a ſwift Naiad of the flood; 


Her ſilver urn ſupply'd the neighb'ring ſtreams, 
A darling daughter of the bounteous Thames. 


Not lovelier ſeem'd Narciſſus to the eye, 
© Nor when a flow'r could boaſt more fragrancy. 


His ſkin might with the down of ſwans compare; 5 


More ſmooth than pearl, than mountain-ſnow more fair: 
In ſhape ſo poplars or the cedars pleaſe; 

But thoſe are not ſo ſtraight, nor graceful theſe. 

His flowing hair in unforc'd ringlets hung; 

Tuneful his voice, perſuaſive was his tongue; 

The havghtieſt fair ſcarce heard without a wound, 

But ſunk to ſoftneſs at the melting ſound. 

The fourth bright luſtre had but juſt begun 

To ſhade his bluſhing cheeks with doubtful down: 
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„ All day he rang'd the woods, and ſpread the toils, 


And knew no pleaſures but in ſylvan ſpoils. 
© In vain the nymphs put on each pleaſing grace i: 
Too cheap the quarry ſeem'd, too ſhort the chace : 


For tho? poſſeſſion be th' undoubted view, 


© To ſeize is far leſs pleaſure than purſue. 
' Thoſe nymphs that yield too ſoon, their charms i 8 
And prove at laſt but deſpicably fair; 
His own undoing glutton Love decrees, 
* And palls the appetite he meant to pleaſe : 
His ſlender wants too largely he ſupplies, 
* Thrives on ſhort meals, but by indulgence dies. 
© A prot there was, with hoary moſs o'ergrown, 
Rough with rude ſhells, and arch'd with mould'ring ſtone; 
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Sad filence reigns within the loneſome wall, 
And weeping rills but whiſper as they fall : 
* The claſping ivys up the ruin creep, 
And there the bat and drowzy beetle ſleep. 
© This cell ſad Echo choſe, by Love betray'd, 
A fit retirement for a mourning maid. 
« Hither, fatigu'd with toil, the ſylvan flies, 
To ſhun the calenture of ſultry ſkies, f 
* But feels a fiercer flame; Love's keeneſt dart 
Finds thro? his eyes a paſſage to his heart. 
© Penſive the virgin ſat with folded arms, 
Her tears but lending luſtre to her charms; 
With pity. he beholds her wounding woes, 
But wants himſelf the pity he beſtows. 
Oh! whether of a mortal born,” he cries, 
Or ſome fair daughter of the diſtant ſkies, 
«© That in compaſſion leave your chryſtal ſphere, 
To guard ſome favour'd charge, and wander here; 3 
4e Slight not my ſuit, nor too ungentle prove, 
* But pity one, a novice yet in love. 
If words avail not, fee my ſuppliant tears, 
Nor diſregard thoſe dumb petitioners !” 
From his complaint the tyrant virgin flies, 
Aſſerting all the empire of her eyes. | 
« Full thrice three days he lingers out in grief, 
Nor ſeeks from ſleep or ſuſtenance relief. 
The lamp of life now caſts a glimm'ring light, 
© The meeting lids his ſetting eyes benight: 
* What force remains the hapleſs lover tries, 
© Invoking thus his kindred deities, 
Haſte, parents of the flood ! your race to mourn, 
* With tears repleniſh each exhauſted urn: 
„ Retake the life you gave, but let the maid 
Fall a juſt victim to an injur'd ſhade.” 
More he endeavour'd ; but the accents hung 
Half form'd, and topp 'd unfiniſh'd on his tongue. 
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© For kim the Graces their ſad vigils keep; ; 


© Love broke his bow, and wiſh'd for eyes to Weep. 
© What gods can do, the mournful Faunus tries, 


A mount erecting where the ſylvan lies; 
The rural pow'rs the wond”rous pile ſ urvey, 
And piouſly their diffrent honours pay. 


© TH aſcent with verdant herbage Pales ſpread, 
And nymphs transform'd to laurels lent their ſhade : 


© Her ſtream a Natad from the baſis pours, 


And Flora ſtrews the ſummit with her flow'rs ; 


Alone Mount Latmos claims pre-eminence, 


* When ſilver Cynthia lights the world from thence, 


Sad Echo now laments her rigour more, 
Than for Narciſſus, her looſe flame before; 
Fer fleſh to ſinew ſhrinks, her charms are fled ; 
All day in rifted rocks ſhe hides her head; _ 
Soon as the ev'ning ſhews a ſky ſerene, | 
Abroad ſhe ſtrays, but never to be ſeen; 
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© And ever as the weeping Naiads name 


Her cruelty, the nymph repeats the ſame. 
With them ſhe joins her lover to deplore, 


© And haunts the lonely dales he rang'd before: 


© Her ſex's privilege ſhe yet retains, | 
And tho? to nothing waſted, voice remains.“ 
So ſung the Druids—then, with rapture fir'd, 


Thus utter what the Delphick god inſpir d. 
Ere twice ten centuries ſhall fleet away, 

A Brunſwick prince ſhall Britain's ſceptre ſway. 
No more fair Liberty ſhall mourn her chains; 


© The maidis reſcu'd, her lov'd Perſeus reigns, 
From Jove he comes, the captive to reſtore, 
Nor can the thunder of his fire do more. 
« Religion ſhall dread nothing but diſguiſe, 
And juſtice need no bandage for her eyes. 


Britannia ſmiles, nor fears a foreign lord; 


Her ſafety to ſecure, two pow'rs accord; 


Her Neptune's trident, and her monarch's ſword. 
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Like him ſhall his Auguſtus ſhine in arms, 

© Tho? captive to his Carolina's charms : 

Ages with future heroes ſhe ſhall bleſs, . = 

* And Venus once more found an Alban race. _ EY 5 
Then ſhall a Clare i in honour' s cauſe engage; | 

Example muſt reclaim a graceleſs age. 

Where guides themſelves for guilty views ; miſlead, 

And laws e' en by the legiſlators bleed, . 

* His brave contempt of ſtate ſhall teach the proud. . 5 

None but the virtuous are of noble blood : 


For tyrants are but princes in diſguiſe, 5 ; NT | 
© Tho! ſprung by long deſcents from ptolemies. „FW F 
© Right he ſhall vindicate, good laws defend, 57 4 


The firmeſt patriot, and the warmeſt friend. 
Great Edward's Order early. he ſhall wear, 
New light reſtoring to the ſullyd „ 
Oft will his leiſure this retirement chuſe, 
Still finding future ſubjects for the Muſe; 3 
And to record the Sylvan? O fatal flame, ; | 
© The place ſhall hve 1 in ſong, and Claremont be the name. 
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 —— Libeat tibi Cynthia mecum HE 
Roſcida muſcoſis antra tenere jugis. " ProrEnT. 


ENEATH an aged oak's embow'ring ſhade, 
Whoſe ſpreading arms with grey moſs fringed were, 
Around whoſe trunk the claſping ivy ſtray'd, 
A love- lorn youth oft penſive would repair. 


_ Faſt. 
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Faſt by, a Naiad taught ber ſtream to glide, 
Which through the dale a winding channel wore; 


he ſilver willow deck'd it's verdant fide, 


The whiſp'ring ſedges wav'd along the ſhore. 


Here oft, when morn peep'd o'er the duſky hill; 
_ Here oft, when eve bedew'd the miſty vale; 
Careleſs he laid him all beſide the rill, 
And pour'd in ſtrains like theſe his artleſs tale. 


Ah l' would he ſay—and then a ſigh would heave ; | 
Ah, Cynthia! ſweeter than the breath of morn, 
. Soft as the gentle breath that fans at eve, 
Of thee bereft, mow ſhall 1 live forlorn? 


© Ah! what avails this ſweetly ſolemn bow” r, 

« That filent ſtream where dimpling eddies play; 
« Yon thymy bank, bedeck'd with many a flow'r, 
© Where maple-tufts exclude the beam of day ? 


© Robb'd of my love; for how can theſe delight, 
Though laviſh Spring her ſmiles around has caſt ! 
« Deſpair, alas! that whelms the ſoul in night, 
© Dims the ſad eye, and deadens ev'ry taſte. 


As droops the lily at the blighting gale ; 
Or crimſon-ſpotted cowſlip of the mead, 
« Whoſe tender ſtalk (alas! their ſtalk fo frail) 
© Some haſty foot hath bruis'd with heedleſs tread : 


As droops the woodbine, when ſome village hind 
* Hath fell'd the ſapling elm it fondly bound; 

* No more it gadding dances in the wind, 
But trails it's fading beauties on the ground: 
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© So droops my ſoul, dear maid, downcaſt and ad, 
© For ever! ah, for ever torn from thee! 
© Bereft of each ſweet hope, which once it had, | 
© When love, when treacherous love, firſt ſmil'd on me. 


Return, bleſs'd digs! return, ye laughing hours, 
Which led me up the roſeate ſteep of youth; 
Which ſtrew'd my ſimple path with vernal flow'rs, 
c And bade me court chaſte Science, and fair Truth. 


ve know, the curling breeze, or gilded fly 
That idly wantons in the noon-tide air, 

© Was not ſo free, was not ſo gay as I, 
« Fox, ah Bp knew not then, or ove, or care. C 


6 Witneſs, ye winged daughters of the WHY 9 

© If e'er a ſigh had learn'd to heave my breaſt ! ! 

If e'er my cheek was conſcious of a tear, 

« Till Cynthia came, and robb'd my foul of reſt! 


N 


Sk... 


O, have you ſeen, bath'd in the morning dew, 
»The budding roſe it's infant bloom diſplay 3 2 
When firſt it's virgin tints unfold to view, \ 
It ſhrinks, and ſcarcely truſis che blaze of ay. ; 


* 


* 


So ſoft, ſo delicate; fo {weet ſhe came, 

* Youth's damaſk glow juſt dawning on her cheek : 

J gaz'd, I ſigh'd, I caught the tender flame, | 

© Felt the fond pang, and droop'd with paſſion, weak. 


Vet not unpity'd was my pain the while; 
For oft, beſide yon ſweet-briar in the dale, 
With many a bluſh, with many a melting ſmile, 
« She ſate and liſten'd to the plaintive tale. 


\ 
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Ah, me! I fondly dream'd of pleaſures rare, 

Nor deem'd ſo ſweet a face with ſcorn could glow ; 
© How could you cruel, then, pronounce deſpair, 
Chill the warm hope, and plant the thorn of woe ? 


© What, though no treaſures canker in my cheſt, 
© Nor crowds of ſuppliant vaſſals hail me lord ! 

c What, though my roof can boaſt no princely gueſt, 
Nor ſurfeits lurk beneath my frugal board! 


vet ſhould Content, that ſhuns the gilded bed, 

With ſmiling Peace, and Virtue there forgot, | 

» And roſe-lip'd Health, which haunts the ſtraw-built hed, 
79 86 Wah, .cherub Joy, frequent my little cot : 


c Led bs chaſte Love, the 7 PROG band ſhould come, | 
O, charmer, would'ſ thou deign my roof to ſhare! 
© Nor ſhould the Muſes ſcorn our ſimple dome; 
© Or, knit in myſtick dance, the Graces fair. 


© The woodland nymphs, and gentle fays, at eve, 
© Forth from the dripping cave and moſly dell, 

© Should round our hearth fantaſtick meaſures weave, 
© And ſhield from miſchief by their guardian ſpell, 


© Come then, bright maid, and quit the city throng, 
© Have rural joys no charm to win the ſoul ?— 

© She proud, alas! derides my lowly ſong, 
© Scorns the fond vow, and ſpurns the ruſſet ſtole. 


© Then, Love, be gone thy thriftleſs empire yield; 
© In youthful toils I'll loſe th' unmanly pain: 
With echoing horns I'll rouze the jocund field, 
© Urge the keen chace, and ſweep along the plain, 


© Or. 
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: Or all i in ſome lone ts wn tow'r ſublime, 


With midnight lamp Pll watch pale Cynthia round, 
Explore the choiceſt rolls of ancient Time, | 1 5 


And heal with Wiſdom's balm my hapleſs wound. 


Or elſe I'II roam — Ah, no! that ſigh profound 
* Tells me that ſtubborn love diſdains to yield; 
Nor flight, nor Wiſdom's balm can heal the wound, 
Nor pain forſake me in the jocund field! 


LON D O N; 
OR, THE. | 
PROGRESS OF COMMERCE. 
BY RICHARD GLOVER, ESQ. 


E northern blaſts, and Eurus *, wont to ſweep 
With rudeſt pinions o'er the furrow'd waves, 


. Awhile ſuſpend your violence, and wat 
From ſandy Weſer + and the broad mouth'd Elbe, 


My freighted veſlels to the deſtin'd ſhore, 


Safe o'er th' unruffled main: let ev'ry thought, 
Which may diſquiet and alarm my breaſt, 

Be abſent now; that, diſpoſſeſs'd of care, 

And free from ev'ry tumult of the mind,. 
With each diſturbing paſſion huſh'd to peace, 

I may pour all my ſpirit on the theme 

Which opens now before me, and demands 


a The loftier ſtrain. The eagle, when he tow'rs pa 


Beyond the clouds, the fleecy robes of heaven, 


Diſdains all objects but the golden ſun, 


The eaſt wind. 
Bremen is ſituated on the Weſer, and Hamburgh on the Elbe. 


Full 
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Full on th' effulgent orb directs his eye, 

And fails exulting through the blaze of day ; 
So, while her wing attempts the boldeſt flight, 
Rejecting each inferior theme of praiſe, 
Thee, ornament of Europe, Albion's pride, 
Fair ſeat of wealth and freedom, thee my Muſe 
Shall celebrate, O London; thee ſhe hails. 
'Thou lov'd abode of Commerce, laſt retreat, 
Whence ſhe contemplates with a tranquil mind 
Her various wand'rings from the fated hour, 
That ſhe abandon'd her maternal clime; 
Neptunian Commerce, whom Phcenice bore, 
IIluſtrious nymph, that nam'd the fertile plains 
Along the ſounding main extended far, 
Which flow'ry Carmel with it's ſweet perfumes, 
And with it's cedars Libanus o'erſhades, 

Her from the bottom of the wat'ry world, 

As once ſhe ſtood, in radiant beauties grac'd, 
To mark the heaving tide, the piercing eye 

Of Neptune view'd enamour'd : from the deep 
The god aſcending ruſhes to the beach, 
And claſps th' affrighted virgin. From that day, 
_ Soon as the paly regent of the night | 

Nine times her monthly progreſs had renew'd 
Thro' Heaven's illumin'd vault, Phcenice, led 


By ſhame, once more the ſea-worn margin ſought: 


There pac'd with painful ſteps the barren ſands, 
A ſolitary mourner ; and the ſurge, _ 
Which gently roll'd befide her, now no more 
With placid eyes beholding, thus exclaim'd. 
Ve fragrant ſhrubs and cedars, lofty ſhade, 


249 


© Which crown my native hills, ye ſpreading palms, 


© 'That riſe majeſtick on theſe fruitful meads, 
With you, who gave the loſt Phœnice birth, 


* And you, who bear th' endearing name of friends, 


Once faithful partners of my chaſter hours, 
21 


* 


« Farewel | 
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© Farewel ! To thee, perfidious god, I come, 
© Bent down with pain and anguiſh on thy ſands, 
I come thy ſuppliant ; death is all I crave: 

Bid thy devouring waves inwrap my head, 


A” * 


* 


Cull'd from their oozy beds by Tethy's train, 


And bluſhing coral deck'd, whoſe ruddy glow 


Mix'd with the wat'ry luſtre of the pearl, 
A ſmiling band of ſea-born nymphs attend, 
Who from the ſhore with gentle hands convey 


The fear-ſubdu'd Phœnice, and along 
The lucid chariot place. As there with dredd 
All mute, and ſtruggling with her painful throes, 


She lay, the winds, by Neptune's high command, 
Were ſilent round her; not a zephyr dar'd | 


To wanton o'er the cedar's branching top, 
| Nor on the plain the ſtately palm was ſeen 


To wave it's graceful verdure ; o'er the main 
No undulation broke the ſmooth expanſe, 

But all was huſh'd and motionleſs around, 

All but the lightly-ſliding car, impell'd 
Along the level azure by the firength. 

Of active Tritons, rivalling in ſpeed 


The rapid meteor, whoſe ſulphureous train 


Glides o'er the brow of darkneſs, and appears 


The livid ruins of a falling ſtar. 


Beneath the Lybian ſkies, a bliſsful iſle, 
By Triton's * floods encircled, Nyſa lay. 


| Here youthful Nature wanton'd in delights, 


And here the guardians of the bounteous horn, 
While it was now the infancy of time, 
Nor yet th” uncultivated globe had learn'd 


Triton, a river and lake of ancient Lybia. 


And to the bottom whelm my cares and ſhame l' 
She ceas'd, when ſudden from th incloſing deep 
A chryſtal car emerg'd, with glitt'ring ſhells, 
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To ſmile, Eucarpe*, Dapfilea + dwelt, 


With all the nymphs, whoſe ſecret care had nurs'd 

The eldeſt Bacchus. From the flow'ry ſhore 

A turf-clad valley opens, and along 

It's verdure mild the willing feet allures; 

While on it's ſloping ſides aſcends the pride 

Of hoary groves, high-arching o'er the vale 

With day-rejecting gloom. The ſolemn ſhade 

Half round a ſpacious lawn at length expands, 
Clos'd by a tow'ring cliff t, whoſe forehead glows 

With azure, purple, and ten thouſand dyes, 
From it's reſplendent fragments beaming round; 

Nor leſs irradiate colours from beneath, 

On ev'ry ſide an ample grot reflects, 

As down the perforated rock the ſun 

Pours his meridian blaze! Rever'd abode 

Of Nyſa's nymphs, with ev'ry plant attir'd, 

That wears undying green, refreſh'd with rills 

From ever- living fountains, and enrich'd 

With all Pomona's bloom: unfading flow'rs 

Glow on the mead, and ſpicy ſhrubs perfume 

With inexhauſted ſweets the cooling gale, . 

Which breathes inceſſant there; while ev'ry bird 

Of tuneful note his gay or plaintive ſong 

Blends with the warble of meandring ſtreams, 

Which o'er their pebbled channels murm'ring lave 
The fruit-inveſted hills that riſe around. 

The gentle Nereids to this calm receſs 

Phcenice bear; nor Dapſilea bland, 

Nor good Eucarpe, ſtudious to obey 

Great Neptune's will, their hoſpitable care 

Refuſe ; nor long Lucina is invok'd. 


* Fruitfulneſs. 


+ Plenty. 
t This whole deſcription of the eo and Frome is taken from Diod. Siculus, 


lib. iii, p. 202. 
x 212 Soon 
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Soon as the wond'rous infant ſprung to-day, 
Earth rock'd around ; with all their nodding woods, 


And ſtreams reverting to their troubled ſource, 


The mountain ſhook, while Lybia's neighb'ring god, 
Myſterious Ammon, from his hollow cell, 
With deep-reſounding accent thus to heaven, 
To earth, and ſea, the mighty birth proclaim'd. 

A new-born power behold ! whom Fate hath call'd 
© The God's imperfect labour to compleat _ | 


This wide creation. She in lonely ſands 


© Shall bid the tow'r-encireled city riſe, 
© 'The barren ſea ſhall people, and the wilds 
Of dreary nature ſhall with plenty clothe ; 
She ſhall enlighten man's unletter'd race, 
And with endearing intercourſe unite 

© Remoteſt nations, ſcorch'd by ſultry ſuns, 
Or freezing near the ſnow-encruſted pole: 
Where'er the joyous vine diſdains to grow, 
The fruitful olive, or the golden ear 
Her hand divine, with interpoſing aid 
To ev'ry climate ſhall the gifts ſupply 

E Of Ceres, Bacchus, and the Athenian maid * ; 


© The graces, joys, emoluments of life, 


From her exhauſtleſs bounty all ſhall flow.“ 
The heavenly prophet ceas'd. Olympus heard. 


Straight from their ſtar-beſpangled thrones deſcend | 
On blooming Nyſa a celeſtial band, 


The ocean's lord to honour in his child's 

When o'er his offspring ſmiling, thus SR | 

The trident ruler, © Commerce be thy name: 
To thee I give the empire of the main, 

© From where the morning breathes it's eaſtern gale, 
© To th' undiſcover'd limits of the weſt; 


* Minerya, the tutelary goddeſs of the Aenne, to whom ſhe pare the 


olive. 


« From 
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© From chilling Boreas to extremeſt ſouth, 
Thy fire's obſequious billows ſhall extend 
© Thy univerſal reign.” Minerva next 
With wiſdom bleſs'd her, Mercury with art, 
The Lemnian god“ with induſtry ; and laſt 
Majeſtick Phoebus, o'er the infant long 
In contemplation pauſing, thus declar'd 
From his enraptur'd lip his matchleſs boon. 

Thee with divine invention I endow, 
© That ſecret wonder, goddeſs, to diſcloſe ; 
© By which, the wiſe, the virtuous, and the brave, 
The heaven-taught poet and exploring ſage, 
< Shall paſs recorded to the verge of time.“ 

Her years of childhood now were number'd o'er, - 

When to her mother's natal ſoil repair'd 
'The new divinity, whoſe parting ftep 
Her ſacred nurſes follow'd, ever now 
To her alone inſeparably join'd ; 
Then firſt deſerting their Nyſeian ſhore 
To ſpread their hoarded bleflings round the world; 
Who with them bore. the inexhauſted horn 
Of ever ſmiling Plenty. Thus adorn'd, 
Attended thus, great Goddeſs, thou began'ſt 
'Thy all-enlivening progreſs o'er the globe, 
Then rude and joyleſs, deſtin'd to repair 

The various ills which earlieſt ages ru'd 

From one, like thee, diſtinguiſh'd by the gifts 
Of Heaven, Pandora, whole pernicious hand, 
From the dire vaſe releaſs'd th' impriſon'd woes. 

Thou, gracious Commerce, from his chearleſs caves, 
In horrid rocks and ſolitary woods, 
The helpleſs wand'rer man, forlorn and wild, 
Didſt charm to ſweet ſociety ; didſt caſt 
The deep foundations, where the future pride 


* Vulcan, the tutelary deity of Lemnos. 


Of 
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Of mightieſt cities roſe, and o'er the main 
Before the wond' ring Nereids didſt preſent 
The ſurge-dividing keel, and ſtately maſt, 
Whole canvas wings, diſtending with the gale, 
The bold Phoenician through Alcides? ſtraits, 
To northern Albion's tin-embowell'd fields, 
And oft beneath the ſea-obſcuring brow 

Of cloud-envelop'd Teneriffe convey'd. . 
Next in ſagacious thought th' etherial plains 
Thou trod'ſt, exploring each propitious ſtar, 
The danger-braving mariner to guide; 
Then all the latent and myſterious pow'rs 
Of number didſt unravel: laſt, to crown 
Thy bounties, goddeſs, thy unrival'd toils 
For man, till urging thy inventive mind, 
Thou gav'ſt him letters“; there imparting all 
Which lifts the ennobled ſpirit near to heaven, 
Laws, learning, wiſdom, Nature's works reveal'd 
By godlike ſages, all Minerva's arts, 

Apollo's muſick, and th? eternal voice 

Of Virtue ſounding from the hiſtorick roll, 
The philoſophick page, and poet's ſong. 
Now Solitude and Silence from the ſhores 
Retreat, on pathleſs mountains to reſide; 
Barbarity is poliſh'd, infant arts 

Bloom in the deſart, and benignant peace, 
With hoſpitality, begin to ſoothe 

Unſocial Rapine, and the thirſt of blood; 

As from his tumid urn when Nilus ſpreads 
His genial tides abroad, the favour'd ſoil 
That joins his fruitful border, firſt imbibes 
he kindly ſtream: anon the bounteous god 
His waves extends, embracing Egypt round, 


* Here the opinion of Sir Iſaac Newton 1s followed, that letters were firſt in- 
vented amongſt the trading parts of the world. | 


5 Dwells 
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Dwells on the teeming champain, and endows 
The ſleeping grain with vigour to attire 

In one bright harveſt all the Pharian plains. 
Thus, when Pygmalian from Phoenician Tyre 
Had baniſh'd Freedom, with diſdainful ſteps 
Indignant Commerce, turning from the walls 
| Herſelf had rais'd, her welcome ſway enlarg'd 
Among the nations, ſpreading round the globe 
The fruits of all it's climes ; Cecropian * oil, 
'The Thracian vintage, and Panchaian gums, 
Arabian ſpices, and the golden grain, 
Which old Oſiris to his Egypt gave, 
And Ceres to Sicania +. Thou didſt raiſe 
Th” Ionian name, O Commerce! thou the domes 
Of ſumptuous Corinth, and the ample round 
Of Syracuſe didſt people! All the wealth 
Now thou aſſembleſt from Iberia's mines, 

And golden-channell'd Tagus; all the ſpoils 
From fair Trinacria j waſted ; all the powers 
Of conquer'd Africk*s tributary realms, 
To fix thy empire on the Lybian verge, 

Thy native tract: the nymphs of Nyſa hail 
Thy glad return, and echoing joy reſounds 

O'er Triton's ſacred waters, but in vain. 
The irreverſible decrees of Heaven 

To far more northern regions had ordain'd 
Thy laſting ſeat: in vain th' imperial port 
| Receives the gather'd riches of the world; 
In vain whole climates bow beneath it's rule; 
Behold the toil of centuries to Rome 
It's glories yields, and mould'ring, leaves no trace 
Of it's deep-rooted greatneſs; thou with tears 


Athenian. Athens was call'd Cecropia, from Cecrops it's firſt king, 
4 Sicily. 


| IANS, 


1 Another name of Sicily, which was . frequently ravaged by the Carthage. 
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From thy extinguiſh'd Carthage didft retire, 

And theſe thy periſh'd honouts long deplore. 

What though rich Gades *, what though jv Rhodes 
With Alexandria, Egypt's ſplendid mart, \ 

The learn'd Maſſylians +, and Ligurian t towers 3 
What though the potent Hanſeatick league, 

And Venice, miſtreſs of the Grecian iſles, 
With all the ZEgean floods, awhile might ſoothe , . -- 
The fad remembrance; what though, led through climes 
And ſeas unknown, with thee th' advent'rous ſons | 
Of Tagus || paſs'd the ſtormy cape, which braves 
The huge Atlantick ; what though Antwerp grew 
Beneath thy ſmiles, and thou propitious there 

Didſt ſhower thy bleſſings with unſparing hands: 
Still on thy grief-indented heart impreſs'd 

The great Amilcar's valour, ſtill the deeds 

Of Aſdrubal and Mago, fill the loſs 

Of thy unequal Annibal remain'd;z - 5 
Till from the ſandy mouths of echoing Rhine, 

And ſounding margin of the Scheld and Maeſe, 
Wich ſudden roar the angry voice of war 
Alarm'd thy languor; wonder turn'd thy eye. 

Lo! in bright arms a bold militia ſtood, 
Arrang'd for battle: from afar thou ſaw'ſt 

The ſnowy ridge of Appennine, the fields 

Of wild Calabria, and Pyrene's hills, 

The Guadiana, and the Duro's banks, 

And rapid Ebro, gath'ring all their pow'rs 

To cruſh this daring populace. The pride 

Of fierceſt kings with more inflam'd revenge 

Ne'er menac'd freedom; nor ſince dauntleſs Greece, 


* Cadiz. 


+ Marſeilles, a Grecian Sia, the moſt civilized, as well * the 5 * 


ing city of ancient Gaul. 


1 Genoa, | q 
|} The Portugueſe diſcovered the yy of Good Hope in 1487. 


- And 
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And Rome's ſtern offspring, none hath cer furpaſ'd 
The bold Batavian * in his glorious toll 
For liberty, or death. At once, the thought 
Of long-lamented Carthage flies thy breaſt, 
And, ardent goddeſs, thou doſt ſpeed to ſave 
The gen'rous people. Not the vernal ſhow'rs, 
Diſtilling copiaus from the morning clouds, 
Deſcend more kindly on the tender flow'r, 
New- born and op'ning on the lap of Spring, 
Than on this riſing ſtate thy chearing ſmile 
And animating preſence ; while on Spain, 
Prophetick thus, thy indignation broke. 
© Infatiate race! the ſhame of poliſh'd lands! 
_ © Diſgrace of Europe! for inhuman deeds 
And inſolence renown'd ! what demon led 
© Thee firſt to plough the undiſcover'd ſurge, 
© Which lav'd an hidden world? Whoſe malice taught 
« Thee firſt to taint with rapine and with rage, 
With more than ſavage thirſt of blood, the arts, 
By me for gentleſt intercourſe ordain d, 
For mutual aids, and hoſpitable ties 
© From fhore to ſhore? Or that pernicious hour, 
Was Heaven diſguſted with it's wond'rous works, 
„That to thy fell, exterminating hand, 
* Th' immenſe Peruvian empire it reſign'd, 
And all which lordly Montezuma +4 ſway'd ? 
And com'ſt thou, ſtrengthen'd with the ſhining ſtores 
Of that gold-teeming hemiſphere, to waſte 
The ſmiling fields of Europe, and extend 
Thy bloody ſhackles o'er theſe happy ſeats 
Of liberty? Preſumptuous nation! Jearn, 
From this dire period ſhall thy glories fade, 
„Thy ſlaughter'd youth ſhall fatten Belgium's ſands, 


® The Dutch. 
7 Montezuma, Emperor of Mexico. 
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And Victory againſt her Albion's cliffs 


7, © Shall ſee the blood-empurpl'd ocean daſh _ 
* Thy welt'ring hoſts, and ſtain the chalky ſhore : 


© F'en thoſe, whom now thy impious pride would bind 
© In ſervile chains, hereafter ſhall ſupport 


© Thy weaken'd throne ; when Heaven's afflicting band 


< Of all thy power deſpoils thee; when alone, 

© Of all which e'er hath ſignaliz d thy name, 

«© Thy inſolence and eruelty 0 8 Oe 
Thus, with her clouded viſage wrapp'd in frowns, 


The goddeis threaten'd, and the daring train 


Of her untam'd militia, torn with wounds, 
Deſpiſing fortune, from repeated foils . 


More fierce, and braving Famine's keeneſt rage, 


At length through deluges of bloòd ſhe led 


To envied greatneſs; e' en while dani'rous Mars 
With loudeſt clangor bade his trumpet ſhake 


The Belgian champain, ſhe their en rear d 
On tributary Java, and the ſhores: | 
Of huge Borneo; thou, Sumatra; b 


Fer naval thunder, Ceylon's trembling ſons 


Their fragrant ſtores of cinnamon reſign'd, 

And odour- breathing Ternate and Tidore 

Their ſpicy groves. And O, whatever coaſt 

The Belgians trace, where'er their pow'r is ſpread, 
To hoary Zembla, or to Indian ſuns, 1 
Still thither be extended thy, renown, . 


O William, pride of Orange; and ador'd 


Thy virtues, which diſdaining life, or wealth, 
Or empire, whether in thy dawn of youth, 


Thy glorious noon of manhood, or the night, 


The fatal night of death“, no other care 
Beſides the publick own'd. And dear to — 


* He was aſſaſſinated at Delf. His dying words were, 6 Lond have mercy 
upon this people!“ dee Grot. de Bell, Belg, 


BEAUTIESOF_ POETRY. 259 


Be thou, harmonious Douza * ;:ev/ry Muſeß, 
Your laurel firew around-this.hero's urn, 
Whom fond Minerva, grac'd with all her arts, 

Alike in letters and in arms to-ſhine, E 
A dauntleſs warrior, and a learned bard. FLIES 

Him Spain's ſurrounding hoſt for Aunghter bi; 
With maſſacre yet reeking from the ſtreets, «: 1214 5 
Of blood-ſtain'd Harlem: he on; Leydan's;tow! 18, 
With Famine, his companion; wan, ſubdu'd 
In outward form, with patient virtue ſtood +, 

Superior to deſpair; the heav'nly Nine 

His ſuff' ring foul with great examples chear d : 

Of memorable bards, by, Mars adorn'd 8 
With wreaths of fame; Oeagrus + tuneful ſon, 1 
Who with melodious praiſe, to nobleſt deeds | |, 

Charm'd the Iölchian heroes, and himſelf 

Their danger ſhar'd ; Tyrtæus , who reviv'd 

With animating verſe the Spartan hopes; 

Brave Aſchylus || and Sophocles 5, around 

Whoſe ſacred brows the tragick ivy twin'd, 

Mix'd with the warrior's laurel; all ſurpais'd d 
By Douza's valour: and the gen'rous toil, _ 

His and his country's labours ſoon receivd | 

Their high reward, when fayouring Commerce rais d 

'Th invincible Batavians, till, rever'd 

Among the mightieſt, on the brighteſt roll _ 

Of fame they ſhone, by medi wealth and pox bs 


C 3 Douza, a famous poet, and the Gol learned man 7 7 bis time. He 
commanded in Leyden, when it was fo ee Venen * the A e in 
1570. See Meurſii Athen. Bat. 

+ Orpheus, one of the Argonauts, Who let ſail from e a town in Thel. 
ſalla. 

1 When the Spartans were greatly diſtreſſed in the Mefſeniare war, they ap- 
plied to the Athenians for a general, who ſent them the poet Tyttæus. 

|| ZEſchylus, one of the moſt ancient tragick poets, who ſignalized himſelf 
in the battles of Marathon and Salamis. 

8 Sophocles commanded his canfenman, the Athenians,” in ſeveral axpodi+ 
tions. 
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_ Grae'd and ſupported ; thus a genial ſoil 
Diffuſing vigour though the infant oak, 
Affords it ſtrength to flouriſh, till at laſt 
It's lofty head, in verdant.honours clad, 
It rears amidſt the proudeft of the grove. 
Vet here th' eternal fates thy laſt retreat- 
Deny, a mightier nation they prepare 
For thy reception; ſufferers alike - 
| By th' unremitted inſolence of pow'r 
From reign to reign, nor leſs than Belgium e. 
For bold contention oft on crimſon fields, 
In free-tongu'd ſenates oft with nervous laws 
To circumſcribe, or conquering to depoſe 
Their ſcepter'd tyrants: Albion, ſea-embrac'd, 
The joy of freedom, dread of treach'rous kings, 
The deſtin'd miſtreſs of the ſubject main, | 
And arbitreſs of Europe, no now demands 
Thy preſence, goddeſs. It was now the time, 
Ere yet perfidious Cromwell dar'd profane 
The ſacred ſenate, and with impious feet 
Tread on the pow'rs of magiſtrates and laws, 
While ev'ry arm was chill'd with cold amaze, 
Nor one in all that dauntleſs train was found 
To pierce the ruffian's heart; and now thy name 
Was heard in thunder through th” d cnt: ſhores 
Of pale Iberia, of ſubmiſſive Gaul, | 
And Tagus, trembling to his utmoſt ſource. 
D ever faithful, vigilant, and brave, 
Thou bold aſſerter of Britannia's fame, 
 Unconquerable Blake: propitious Heav'n 
At this great era, and the ſage decree“ 
Of Albion's ſenate, perfecting at once, | 
What by Rem +. was fo well begun, 01 4 


"2 
Fd 


* The act of navigation. 
| + Queen Elizabeth was the firſt RY our princes, who gave any. conſiderable en- 
ouragement to trade. | 
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So deeply founded, to this favour'd ſhore 5 2 7 
The goddeſs drew, where grateful ſhe beſtow de 
Th' unbounded empire of her father's floods, 

And choſe thee, London, for her chief abode, 
Pleas'd with the filver Thames, it's gentle — 
And ſmiling banks, it's joy-diffuſing hills, 
Which clad with ſplendour, and with beauty: A. - 
Oberlook his lucid boſom; pleas'd with thee, 

Thou nurſe of arts, and thy induſtrious race; 
Pleas'd with their candid manners, with their free 
| Sagacious converſe, to enquiry led, 

And zeal for knowledge: hence the op'ning mind 
Reſigns it's errors, and unſeals the eye 

Of blind Opinion; Merit hence is heard 

Amidſt it's hluſhes, dawning arts ariſe, 

The gloomy clouds, which ignorance or fear 
Spread o'er the paths of Virtue, are diſpell'd, 
Servility retires, and ey'ry heart 

With publick cares is warm'd; thy merchants hence, 
Illuſtrious city, thou doſt raiſe to fame. 

How many names of glory mayſt thou trace 

From earlieſt annals down to Barnard's * times ! 
And O! if like that eloquence divine, 


Which forth for Commerce, ns rights, 


And her inſulted majeſty he pour'd, 

Theſe humble meaſures flow' d, then too thy walls 
Might undiſgrac'd reſound thy poet's name, 

Who now, all- fearful to thy praife, attunes 

His lyre, and pays his grateful ſong to thee, 
Thy votary, O Commerce! Gracious Pow'r, 
Continue ſtill to hear my vows, and bleſs 

My honourable induſtry, which courts 

No other ſmile but thine ; for thou alone 
Canſt wealth beſtow with» independence crown d: 


% 


* Sir John Barnard - 
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Nor yet exclude contemplative repoſe, 
But to my dwelling grant the ſolemn calm - 

Of learned leiſure, never to reject 
The viſitation of the tuneful Maids, 
Who ſeldom deign to leave their ſacred haunts, | 
And grace a mortal manſion ; thou divide 
With them my labours; pleaſure I reſign, . _ 
And, all devoted to my midnight hap, 
Een now, when Albion, o'er the foaming breaſt 

Of groaning Tethys ſpreads it's threat'ning fleets, 
I graſp the ſounding ſhell, prepar'd to fing 
That hero's valour, who ſhall beſt confound. . 
His injur'd country's foes; | een now I feel 
_ Celeſtial fires defcending on my breaſt, 
Which prompt thy daring ſuppliant to explore, 
Why, though deriv'd from Neptune, r rever'd 
Among the nations, by the gods endow'd, 
Thou never yet from eldeſt times haſt found 
One permanent abode; why oft expell'd | 
Thy favour'd ſeats, from clime to clime haft borne. 
Thy wand'ring ſteps; why London late hath ſeen 
(Thy lov'd, thy laſt retreat) deſponding Care 
O'ercloud thy brow : O liſten, while the Muſe, 
Th' immortal progeny of Jove, unfolds _ 
The fatal cauſe. What time in Nyſa's cave 
Th' ethereal train, in honour to thy fire, 
Shower'd on thy birth their blended gifts, the pow'r 
Of war was abſent ; hence, unbleſs'd by Mars, 
Thy ſons relinquiſh'd arms, on other arts 
Intent, and ſtill to mercenary hands 
The ſword entruſting, vainly deem'd, that la 
Could purchaſe laſting ſafety, and protect 
Unwarlike Freedom; hence the Alps in vain 
Were paſs'd, their long impenetrable ſnows 
And dreary torrents; ſwol'n with Roman dead, 

LY Sorin oak Aſtoniſh'd 
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Aftoniſh? d Trebia * .overflow'd it's banks 

In vain, and deep-dy'd Trafimenus roll'd 

It's crimſon waters; Cannz's ſignal day 

The fame alone of great Amilcar's ſon | 

Enlarg'd, while ſill undiſciplin'd, diſmay'd, 

Fer head commercial Carthage bow'd at laſt 

To military Rome; th' unalter'd will 

Of Heaven in ev'ry climate hath ordain'd, 

And ev'ry age, that empire ſhall attend 

The ſword, and ſteel ſhall ever conquer gold, 

Then from thy ſuff' rings learn; th' auſpicious hour 

Now ſmiles; our wary magiſtrates have arm'd 

Our hands; thou, goddeſs, animate our breaſts 

To caſt inglorious indolence aſide, | 

That once again, in bright battalions rang'd, 

Our thouſands and ten thouſands may be ſeen 

Their country's only rampart, and the dread 

Of wild Ambition. Mark the Swediſh hind ; 

He, on his native ſoil ſhould danger lour 

Soon from the entrails of the duſky mine 

Would riſe to arms; and other fields and chiefs, 

With Helſingburgh + and Steinboch ſoon would ſhare 

The admiration of the northern world: 

Helvetia's hills behold ; th' aerial ſeat 

Of long-ſupported Liberty, who thence, 

Securely reſting on her faithful ſhield, 

The warrior's corſelet flaming on her breaſt, 

Looks down with ſcorn on ſpacious realms, which groan 

In ſervitude around her; and, her ſword 
With dauntleſs fill high wann defies 


* Trebia, Tian Lacus, and Cannæ, famous for the victories gained by 


Annibal over the Romans. 


f Helſingburgh, a ſmall town in Schonen, celebrated for the victory wh: ch 
Count Steinboch gained over the Danes, with an army for the moſt part com- 
poſed of Swediſh peaſants, who had never ſeen an enemy before: it is remark- 
able, that the defeated froops were as company a body of reg ular forces as any 


| in all Europe, 


The 
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The Auſtrian eagle, and imperious Gaul, 
And O could thoſe ill-fated ſhades ariſe,. 
Whoſe valiant ranks along th' enſanguin'd duſt 
Of Newbury lay crouded, they could tell, 
How their long-matchleſs cavalry, ſo oft 
O'er hills of lain by ardent Rupert led, 
Whoſe dreaded ſtandard Victory had wav'd, 
Till then triumphant, there with nobleſt blood 96 
From their gor'd ſquadrons dy'd the reſtive ſpear 
Of London's firm militia, and reſign'd 
le 1 field; then, goddeſs, fay, 
Shall wo be hor ed, "when behold — 
The black'ning ftorm now gathers round our heads, 
And England's angry genius ſounds to arms? 
For thee, remember, is the banner ſpread ; 
The naval tower, to vindicate thy rights, 
Will fweep the curling foam: the thund'ring bomb 
Will roar, and ſtartle in the deepeſt grots 
Old Nereus' daughters; with combuſtion ſtar'd 
For thee our dire volcanos of the main, 


Impregnated with horror, ſoon will pour « 1 
Their flaming ruin round each hoſtile fleet. 1 
Thou then, great goddeſs, ſummon all thy powers, 

Arm all thy ſons, thy vaſſals, ev'ry heart e 


Inflame; and you, ye fear-diſclaiming race, 
Ve mariners of Britain, choſen train 
Of Liberty and Commerce, now no more 


Secrete your a . wag ; hear the call 
- 0 Wt. 


The London train'd bands; and auxiliary regiments, (of whoſe i inexperience 
of danger, or any kind of ſervice, beyond the eaſy practice of their poſtures in 
the Artillery Ground, had till then too cheap an eſtimation) behaved themſelves 
to wonder; and were, in truth, the preſervation of that army that day: for 
they ſtood as a bulwark and rampire to defend the reſt; and when their wings of 
horſe were ſcattered and diſperſed, kept thejr ground ſo ſteadily, that though 
Prince Rupert himſelf led up the choice horſe tu charge them, and endured the 
| ftorm of ſmall ſhot, he could make no impreſſion on their ſtand of pikes, but 
was forced to wheel avout Clajcndon, book 7. p. 347» 
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| of injur'd Albion; to her foes preſent 5 

Thoſe daring boſoms, which alike diſdain wa, 

The Jeath-diſploding cannon, and the rage 1 

Of warring tempeſts, mingling in their rife , 

The ſeas and clouds: though long in filenc# huſl'd. 

| Hath flept the Britiſh thunder; though the pride 
Of weak Iberia hath forgot the roar; | 

 -S0n ſhall her ancient terrors be recall'd, + 


© When your victorious ſhouts affright her ſhores, 
None now ignobly will your warmth reſtrain, F | 


Nor hazard more indignant Valour's cuxſe, 
Their country's wrath, and Time's eter 


Then bid the furies of Bellona wake, © 


And ſilver-mantled Peace with welcome kteps 


Anon ſhall viſit your triumphant ifle. 


And that perpetual ſafety may poſleſs 

Our joyous fields, thou, Genius, who preſid'ſt | 
O'er this illuſtrious city, teach her ſons 

To wield the noble inſtruments of war; 

And let the great example ſoon extend 
Through ev'ry province, till Britannia ſees 
Her docile millions fill the martial plain. 

Then, whatſoe'er our terrors now ſuggeſt 

Of deſolation and th' invading ſword ; 

Though with his maſly trident Neptune heav'd 
A new-born iſthmus from the Britiſh deep, 

And to it's parent continent rejoin'd 

Our chalky ſhore ; though Mahomet could league 


His pow'rful creſcent with the hoſtile Gaul, * 


And that new Cyrus of the conquer d Eaſt, 
Who now in trembling vaſſalage unites 
The Ganges and Euphrates, could advance 
With his auxiliar hoſt; our warlike youth, 
With equal numbers, and with keener zeal 
For children, parents, friends, for England fir d; 

Her fertile glebe, her wealthy towns, her laws, 
2 L 
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Her liberty, her honour, ſhould ſuſtain 
The dreadful onſet, and reſiſtleſs break | 
Th' immenſe array“; thus e' en the lighteſt e 
E'er to invade Britannia's calm repoſe, 
Muſt die, the moment that auſpicious Mars 7.28 
Her ſons ſhall bleſs with diſcipline and arms; apr. | 
That exil'd rice, in ſuperſtition nurs'd, 
The ſervile pupils of tyrannick Rome, 
With diſtant gaze deſpairing ſhall behold 
The guarded . plendors of Britannia's crown 3 
Still from their ab jon ſway eſtrang'd, 
With all thy attet endanee on deſpotick thrones, 
Prieſts, ignorance, and bonds ; with watchful ſtep, 
Gigantick Terror, firiding round our coaſt, | 
Shall ſhake his Gorgon ægis, and the hearts 
Of proudeſt kings appal: to other ſnores, 
Our angry fleets, when inſolence and wrongs, 
| To arms awaken our vindictive power, 


hall bear the hideous waſte of ruthleſs war; 
But Liberty, Security, and Fame, | | 
Shall dwell for ever on our choſen plains, . 
| | | fas * 0 7 i 


THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES. 
BY DR. 10 HN SON. 
E THO fervation, ith extenſive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru; 


| Remark each anxious toil, each eager ſtrife, 
And watch the buſyyſgenes of crouded life; 


ye 3 * gd... 1 | 
* If the computation, which allots near two millions of fighting men to this 
kingdom, may be relied on, it is not eaſy to conceive, how the united force of 
the whole world could aſſemble together, and ſubfiſt in an enemy eee great 
er numbers than {vey weld find oppoſed | to them here, | 


Then 
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Then ſay how Hope and Fear, Deſire and Hate, 
© Oferſpread with ſnares the clouded maze of Fate, 
Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent rous Pride, 
I0 tread the dreary paths without a guide; 
As treach'rous phantoms in the miſt delude, 
Shuns fancy'd ills, or chaſes airy good. 
How rarely reaſon guides the ſtubborn . 


Rules the bold hand, or prompts the ſuppliant voice; 


Ho nations fink, by darling ſchemes 8 
When vengeance liens to the fool's requeſt. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wiſh th' afflictive dart. 

Each gift of nature, and each grace of art; he 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows,” " 1% 

With fatal ſweetneſs elocution flows; A 
"Impeachment ſtops the ſpeaker's pow'rful ivath,. 

And reſtleſs fire precipitates on death. 
hut ſcarce obſerv'd, the knowing and the bold. 
Fall in the gen'ral maſſacre of gold; 


| Wide-waſting peſt ! that rages unconfin'd, 3 - FT 


And crouds with crimes the records of mankind: 
For gold his ſword the hireling ruffian draws, 
*S For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor ſafety buys, 
The dangers gather as the treaſures riſe, 1 
Leet hiſt'ry tell where rival kings command. 
And dubious title ſhakes the madded land. 
When ſtatues glean the refuſe of the ſword, 
How much more ſafe the vaſſal than the lord; 

Low ſculks the hind beneath the rage of pow'r, 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the r 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his ſlumbers ſound, 

Tho' Confiſcation's vultures hover round. TM 
Tphe needy traveller, ſerene and gay, a 
Walks the wild heath, and ſings his toil away. 
. Does envy ſeize thee—cruſh th upbraiding j joy, 
55 Increaſe his riches, and his peace deſtroy ; ; 
E 8 
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New fears in dire viciſſitude invade, = 
The ruſtling brake alarms, and. duft rig ſhade ; 12 5 
Nor light nor darkneſs bring his pain relief, 


One ſhews the plunder, and one hides the thief, 1 
Vet ſtill one gen' ral cry the ſkies aſſails, e 

And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales; 2 © 

Few know the toiling ſtateſman's fear or care,. . 

Th' inſidious rival, and the gaping heir. We 


Once more, Democritus, ariſe on earth, 

With chearful wiſdom and inſtructive mirth; 3 

See motley life in modern trappings dreſs'd, 

And feed with varied fools th? eternal jeſt: 

Thou, who couldſt laugh where Want enchain'd Caprice, 
Toil cruſh'd Conceit, and man was of a piece; 5 
Where Wealth unlov'd, without a mourner . ths the: 
And ſcarce a ſycophant was fed by Pride 15 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 


Or ſeen a new-made mayor's unwitldy ſtat ;;; 


Where change of fav'rites made ho change of laws, 
And ſenates heard before they Judg'd a cauſe ; 
How wouldſt thou ſhake at Britain? $:modiſh tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? > 
Attentive Truth and Nature to decr yu, 
And pierce each ſcene with philoſophick eye. 25 
To thee were ſolemn toys or empty ſhew, 
The robes of Pleaſure, and the veils of Wo. oe: - 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
; Whoſe joys are cauſeleſs, or whoſe grief are vain. 
Such was the ſcorn that fill'd the ſage's mind, 
Renew'd at ev'ry glance on human- kind; 


How juft that fcorn ere yet thy voice Fr RR | 2 
Search ev'ry ſtate, and canvaſs ev 'ry pray r., , IO 
Unnumber'd ſuppliants croud Preferment's Rte A 


Athirſt for wealth, and burning to be 72 * 
Deluſive Fortune hears th” inceſſant call, | 
They mount, they ſhine, eraporatcy, pad fan, BN 
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On ew ry ſtage the foes of Peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and Inſult mocks their end. 
Love ends with Hope; the ſinking ſtateſman's door 
Pours in the morning worſhipper no more; 

For growing names the weekly ſcribbler lies, 

To growing wealth the dedicator flies; 

From ev'ry room deſcends the painted face, 
That hung the bright palladium of the place, 
And ſmoak'd in kitchens, or in auctions ſold, 
I To better features yields the frame of gold ; 

For now no more we trace in ev'ry line 7444 20G 
Heroick worth, benevolence divine: =: vi . 
The form diſtorted juſtifies the fall, 23 
And deteſtation rids th' indignant wall. 

Hut will not Britain hear the laſt appeal, 

Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav'rites zeal ; 
Ee Tho' Freedom's ſons no more emonſtrance rings, 
Pegrading nobles and controuling kings; 
Our ſupple tribes repreſs their patriot throats, 
And aſk no queſtions but the'price of votes ; 
With weekly libels and ſeptennial ale, 
Their wiſh is full to riot and to rail. 
In full-blown dignity ſes Wolſey ſtand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his as: | 
To him the church, the realm, their pow'rs confgn, 
Thro' him the rays of regal bounty ſhine ; 
Still to new heights his reſtleſs wiſhes tow'r, 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r; ; 
Till conqueſt unreſiſted ceas'd to pleaſe, 
And rights ſubmitted, left him none to ſeize, 
At length his ſov'reign frowns the train of ſtate 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the ſign to hate. 
Where” er he turns he meets a ſtranger's eye, 
His ſuppliants ſcorn him, and his followers fly'; © tg. 7ST 
At once is loſt the pride of awful ſtate; | 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate, au 
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And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth} 
Yet ſhould thy ſoul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
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The regal palace, the luxurious board, 

The liv'ried army, and che menial lord. 

With age, with cares, vich maladies oppreſo d, 
He ſeeks the refuge of monaſtick reſt. 


Grief aids diſeaſe, remember'd folly ſtings, 


And his laſt ſighs reproach the faith of kings. 
Speak thou, whole thoughts at humble peace repine, 


Shall Wolſey's wealth, with Wolſey's end, be thine? 
Or liv'ſt thou now, with ſafer pride content, 

The wiſeſt juſtice on the banks of Trent? 
For why did Wolſey near the ſteeps of Fate, 


On weak foundations raiſe th' enormous weight? 


Why, but to fink beneath Misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below? _ 
What gave great Villiers to thꝰ aſſaſſin's knife, 
And fix'd diſeaſe on on” 8 cloſing life? 
What murder'd Wentwe 


ort 5 T | what exil'd Hyde, 

By kings protected, and to kings ally'd ? 

What, but their wiſh indulg'd in courts to ſhine, 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to reſign ? 

When firſt the college rolls receive his name, 
The young enthuſiaſt quits his eas for fame; 
Thro' all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the ſtrong contagion of the gown 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours ſpread, 
And Bacon's manſion trembles o'er his head “. 
Are theſe thy views? proceed, illuſtrious youth, 


RS 
_— "+ 
oe + 


Till captive Science yields her laſt retreat; 


Should Reaſon guide thee with her brighteſt ray. 
And pour on miſty Doubt reſiſtleſs day; x r 
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\ oy 
* There is a tradition, chat the ſtudy of Friar Bacon, built. on an Sk 


ever the bridge, will fall, when a man greater than Bacon ſhall paſs under it» 
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Should no falſe Kindneſs lure to looſe delight, 
Nor Praiſe relax, nor Difficulty fight; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 

And Sloth effuſe her opiate fumes in vain ; f 

Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart; 

Should no Diſeaſe thy torpid veins invade, 

Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy ſhade; 

Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 

Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee: 

Deign on the paſſing world to turn thine eyes, 

And pauſe awhile from letters, to be wiſe; 

There mark what ills the ſcholar's life aſſail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 

Bee nations ſlowly wiſe, and meanly juſt, 


Too buried merit raiſe the tardy buſt. 


I dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 

Here Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end. 
Nor deem, when Learning her laſt prize beſtows, 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from woes; 
See, when the vulgar *ſcape, deſpis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengefal talons ſeize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, tho” ſmaller fines content, 


4 The plunder'd palace or ſequeſter'd rent; 


k'd out by dangerous parts he meets the ſhock, 


—_ And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 


Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads—hear, and ſleep ! 
The feſtal blazes, the triumphal ſhow, 

The raviſh'd ſtandard, and the captive foe, 

The ſenate's thanks, the Gazette's pompous tale, 

With force reſiſtleſs o'er the brave prevail, 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Aſia whirl'd, 

For ſuch the ſteady Romans ſhook the world ; 

For ſuch in diſtant lands the Britons ſhine, 
And ſtain with blood the Danube or the Rhine: 
This 
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This pow'r has arable; that Virtue ſcarce can warm, 


Yet Reafon frowns on Wark onequal game, | . 
Where waſted nations raiſe a ſingle name, 
And morgag'd ſtates their grandſires wreaths regret, 


From age to age in everlaſting debt; 
Wreaths which at laſt the dear-bought right convey | 
To ruſt on medals, or on ſtones decay. 
On what foundation ſtands the warrior's pride, 
How juſt his hopes let Swediſh Charles decide. 


A frame of adamant, a ſoul of fire, 
1, and no labours tire; 
O'er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleaſure and of pain: 


No joys to him pacifick ſceptres yield, 


War ſounds the trump, he ruſhes to the field. 
\ Behold ſurrounding kings their pow'r combine, 


And one capitulate, and one reſign; 


Peace courts his hand, but ſpreads her charms i in vain ; * 
Think nothing gain'd, he cries, till nought remain, 
© On Moſcow' s walls till Gothick ſtandards fly, | 
And all be mine beneath the polar ſky.” 


The march begins in military ſtate, 

And nations on his eye ſuſpended wait ; 

Stern Famine guards the ſolitary coaſt, 

And Winter barricades the realm of Froſt. 
He comes ; not want and cold his courſe delay— 
Hide, bluſhing Glory; hide Pultowa's day: 
The vanquiſh'd hero leaves his broken bands, 


And ſhews his miſeries in diſtant lands; 15 


Condemn'd a needy ſupplicant to wait, 
While ladies interpoſe, and ſlaves debate. 


But did not Chance at length her error mend? 


Did no ſubverted empire mark his end? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound, 
Or hoſtile millions preſs him to the ground? 


His 
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; His fall was deftin'd to a barren ftrand, 


A petty fortreſs, and a dubious hand; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times' their ſcenes of pompous woes afford, 
From Perſia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoſtility, and barb'rous pride, 

With half mankind embattled at his fide, 


Great Xerxes comes to ſeize the certain prey, 


And ſtarves exhauſted regions in his way: 


Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, \ 


Till counted myriads ſoothe his pride no more; 


' Freſh praiſe is try'd, till madneſs fires his mind, 


The waves he laſhes, and enchains the wind; 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are ſtill beſtow'd, | 


Till rude reſiſtance lops the ſpreading god. 
The daring Greeks deride the martial ſhow, 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe : 


Th' inſulted ſea with humbler thoughts he gains, 
A fingle ſkiff to ſpeed his flight remains; 


Th' incumber'd oar ſcarce leaves the dreaded coaſt, 
Thro' purple billows, and a floating hoft. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckleſs hour, 
Tries the dread ſummits of Ceſarean pow” *} 
With unexpected legions burſts away, 


And ſees defenceleſs realms receive his ſway. 


Short ſway ! fair Auſtria ſpreads her mournful charms, 
The queen, the beauty, ſets the world in arms; 
From hill to hill the beacons rouzing blaze 


Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praiſe, 


The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huſſar, 
And all the ſons of ravage crowd the war 3 
The baffled prince, in honour's flatt'ring bloom, 8 


Of haſty greatneſs finds the fatal doom, 


HHis foes deriſion, and his ſubjects blame, 


* 
. 


And ſteals to death, from anguiſh and from ſhame, 
14 2 M 8 Enlarge 
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© Enlarge my life with multitude of days!? 
In health, in ſickneſs, thus the ſuppliant prays; 
Hides from himſelf his ſtate, and ſhuns to know, 
That life protracted, is protracted woe. 
I ime hovers o'er, impatient to deſtroy, 
And ſhuts up all the paſſages of joy: 
In vain their gifts the bounteous ſeaſons pour, 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r; 
With liſtleſs eyes the dotard views the ſtore, 
He views, and wonders that they pleaſe no more. 
Now pall the taſteleſs meats, and joyleſs wines, 
And Luxury with ſighs her ſlave reſigns. 
Approach, ye minſtrels, try the ſoothing ſtrain, 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain: : 
No ſaunds, alas! would touch th' impervious ear, 
* IT ho' dancing mountains witnefs Orpheus near; 
| Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend, 
Nor ſweeter muſick of a virtuous friend; 
But everlaſting dictates croud his tongue, 
1 | Perverſely grave, or poſitively wrong. 
1 The ſtill- returning tale, and ling'ring jeſt, 
| Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gueſt, 
While growing hopes ſcarce awe the gath'ring ſneer, 
And ſcarce a legacy can bribe to hear: 
The watchful gueſts ſtill hint the laſt offence, 
The daughter's petulance, the ſon's expence; 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous ſkill, 
And mould his paſſions till they make his will. 
Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 
Lay ſiege to life, and preſs the dire blockade; 
But unextinguiſh'd Av'rice ſtill remains, 
And dreaded loſſes aggravate his pains : 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 
Or views his coffers with ſuſpicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it—till he dies. 


But 
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But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime 
Bleſs with an age exempt from ſcorn or crime 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay, 

And glides in modeſt innocence away; 

© Whoſe peaceful day Benevolence endears, 

Whole night congratulating Conſcience chears ; 

The gen'ral fav'rite, as the gen'ral friend; 

Such age there is, and who could wiſh it's end! 
Vet een on this her load Misfortune flings, 
To preſs the weary minutes flagging wings: 

New ſorrow riſes as the day returns, 

A ſiſter ſickens, or a daughter mourns. 

Now kindred Merit fills the ſable bier, 

| Now lacerated friendſhip claims a tear. 

Year chaſes year, decay purſues decay, 

Still drops ſome joy from with'ring life away; 
New forms ariſe, and diff*rent views engage, 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ſtage ; 

Till pitying Nature ſigns the laſt releaſe, 

And bids afflifted worth retire to peace. 
But few there are whom hours like theſe await, 

Who ſet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate, 

From Lydia's monarch ſhould the ſearch deſcend, 
Buy Solon cavtion'd to regard his end, 

In life's laſt ſcene what prodigies ſurprize, 

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wiſe ? 
From Marlb'rough's eyes the ſtreams of dotage . 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a ſhow. 

The teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face: 

Vet Vane could tell what ills from beauty ſpring; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of roſy lips and radiant eyes, 

Whom Pleaſure keeps too buſy to be wiſe ; 

Whom joys with ſoft varieties invite, 

By day the frohck, and the dance by night; e 
2 M 2 Who 
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Wh3 frown with vanity, who ſmile with art, 

And aſk the lateſt faſhion of the heart ; 

What care, what rules your heedleſs charms ſhall fave, 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your ſlave? | 
Againſt your fame with fondneſs hate combines, 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 

With diſtant voice neglected Virtue calls, 
Leſs heard, and leſs, the faint remonſtrance falls; 
Tir'd with contempt, ſhe quits the ſlipp'ry reign, 

And Pride and Prudence take her ſeat in vain. 

In croud at once, where none the paſs defend. 
The harmleſs Freedom, and the private Friend. 

The guardians yield, by force ſuperior ply'd ; 

Buy Int'reft, Prudence; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Now Beauty falls, betray'd, deſpis'd, diſtreſs'd, 

And hiſſing Infamy proclaims the reſt. 

Where then ſhall Hope and Fear their objects find? 

Muſt dull Suſpenſe corrupt the ſtagnant mind 3 

Muſt helpleſs man, in ignorance ſedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
Muſt no diſlike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 

No cries attempt the mercies of the ſkies ? 
Enquirer, ceaſe ; petitions yet remain, 

Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain, 

Still raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 

But leave to Heay'n the meaſure and the choice, 

Safe in his pow'r, whoſe eyes diſcern afar 

The ſecret ambuſh of a ſpecious pray'r. 

Implore his aid, in his deciſions reſt, 
Secure whate'er he gives, he gives the beſt, 
Yet when the ſenſe of Sacred Preſence fires, 
And ſtrong devotion to the ſkies aſpires, 
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 
Obedient paſſions, and a will refign'd; 

For Love, which ſcarce collective man can fill; 

For Patience, ſov'reign o'er tranſmuted ill; 


For 
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For Faith, that, panting for a happier ſeat, 
Counts death kind Nature's ſignal of retreat: 
Theſe goods for man the laws of Heav'n ordain, 
Theſe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gain; 
With theſe, celeſtial Wiſdom calms the mind, 
And makes the happineſs ſhe does not find, 


MONIMIA TO PHILOCLES. 
BY LORD HERVEY, 


IN CE language never can expreſs my pain, 
How can I hope to move when I complain? 

Vet ſuch is woman's frenzy in diſtreſs, 

Me love to plead, tho? hopeleſs of redreſs. 

Perhaps, affecting ignorance, thou'lt ſay, 
From whence theſe lines? whoſe meſſage to convey 2? 

Mock not my grief with that feign'd cold demand, 
Too well you know the hapleſs writer's hand : 

But if you force me to avow my ſhame, 

Behold them prefac'd with Monimia's name. 

L oſt to the world, abandon'd and forlorn, 

| Expos'd to infamy, reproach, and ſcorn, 

To joy and comfort loſt, and all for you, 

And loſt, perhaps, to your remembrance too; 

How hard my lot! what refuge can J try, 

Weary of life, and yet afraid to die! 

Of hope, the wretch's laſt reſort, bereft, 

By friends, by kindred, by my lover, left. 

Oh ! frail dependance of confiding fools, 

On loyers oaths, or friendſhip's ſacred rules! 

Too late, in modern hearts, alas! I find, 

Monimias fall'n, and Philocles' unkind ! 

To theſe reflections, each flow-wearing day, 

And each revolving night, a conſtant prey, 


Think 
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Think what I ſuffer, nor ungentle hear 
What madneſs dictates in my fond deſpair ; 


Grudge not this ſhort relief—too faſt it flies ! 
Nor chide that weakneſs I myſelf deſpiſe. 
For ſure one moment 1s at leaſt her due, 
Who facrific'd her all of life for you. 
Without a frown this farewel then receive, 


For *tis the laſt my fatal love ſhall give; 
Nor this I would, if reaſon could command, 
But what reſtriction reins a lover's hand? 


Nor prudence, ſhame, nor pride, nor int'reſt (ways ; 
The hand implicitly the heart obeys: 


Too well this maxim has my conduct ſhewn, 
Too well that conduct to the world is known. 
Oft have I writ, as often to the flame 


Condemn'd the after-witneſs of my ame; 


Oft in my cooler, recollected thought, 
Thy beauties and my fondneſs half forgot, 


(How ſhort thoſe intervals for reaſon's aid!) 
Thus to myſelf in anguiſh have I ſaid. 


Thy vain remonſtrance, fooliſh maid, give o'er ; 


Who att the wrong, can ne'er that wrong deplore.? 
Then ſanguine hopes again deluſive reign, | 

I form thee melting, as I tell my pain. 

If not of rock thy flinty heart is made, 


Or tigers nurs'd thee in the deſart ſhade, 


This would at leaft thy cold compaſſion prove, 


That flender ſuſtenance of greedy love: 


Tho' no return my warmer wiſhes find, 
| Be to the wretch, tho? not the miſtreſs, kind ; ; 
Nor whilſt I court my melancholy ſtate, 


Forget *twas love, and thee, that wrought my fate. 
Without reſtraint, habituate to range 


The paths of pleaſure, can I bear the change? 
Doomẽ'd from the world unwilling to retire, 


In bloom of life, and warm with young delire, 
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In lieu of roofs, with regal ſplendor gay, 
Condemn'd in diſtant wilds to drag the day; 
Where beaſts of prey maintain. their ſavage court, 
Or human brutes (the worſt of brutes |) reſort. 
Yes, yes, this change I could unſighing ſee, 
For none I mourn, but what I find in thee: 
There centre all my woes; thy heart eſtrang'd, 
| I weep my lover, not my fortune, chang'd. 
Bleſs'd with thy preſence, I could all forget, 
Nor gilded palaces in huts regret ; 
But exil'd thence, ſuperfluous is the reſt, 
Each place the ſame, my hell is in my breaſt ; 
To pleaſure dead, and living but to pain, 
My only ſenſe, to ſuffer and complain. 
As all my wrongs diftreſsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy pulſe with equal cadence beat? 
Canſt thou know peace? is conſcience mute within? 
'That upright delegate for ſecret fin ; 
Is nature ſo extinguiſh'd in thy heart, 
That not one ſpark remains to take my part? 
Not one repentant throb, one grateful ſigh? 
Thy breaſt unruffled, and unwet thine eye? 
Thou cool betrayer, temperate in ill! 
Thou, nor remorſe, nor thought humane, canſt feel: 
Nature has form'd thee of the rougher kind, 
And education more debas'd thy mind. 
Born in an age when Guilt and Fraud prevail, 
When Juſtice ſleeps, and Int'reſt holds the ſcale; 
Thy looſe companions, a licentious crew, 
Moſt to each other, all to us untrue; 
Whom chance, or habit mix, but rarely choice, 
Not leagu'd in friendſhip, but in ſocial vice ; 
Who, indigent of honour, as of ſhame, 
_ Glory in crimes which others bluſh to name; 
By right or wrong diſdaining to be mov'd, 
Unprincipled, unloving, and unlov'd. 
. * The 
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The fair, who truſts their proſtituted vows, | 

If not their falſhood, ſtill their boaſts expoſe ; 
Nor knows the wiſeſt to elude the harm ! 

E' en ſhe whoſe prudence ſhuns the tinſel charm, 
They know to ſlander, though they fail to warm: 
They make her languiſh in fiftitious flame, 

Affix ſome ſpecious ſcandal on her name, 


And baffled by her virtue, triumph o'er her fame! 


Theſe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Theſe vile ſeducers laugh'd thee out of truth; 
Whoſe ſcurril jeſts all folemn ties profane, 

Or Friendſhip's band, or Hymen's ſacred chain; + 
Morality as weakneſs they upbraid, | 
Nor e'en revere Religion's hallow'd head; 


Alike they ſpurn divine and human laws, 


And treat the honeſt like the chriſtian cauſe. 
Curſe on that tongue whoſe vile pernicious art 
Delights the ear but to corrupt the heart, 
That takes advantage of the chearful hour, 
When weaken'd Virtue bends to Nature's pow're 
And would the goddeſs in the ſoul efface, 

To ſubſtitute diſhonour in her place. 

With ſuch you loſe the day in falſe delight, 

In lewd debauch you revel out the night. 

(O fatal commerce to Monimia's peace!) 

Their arguments convince becauſe they pleaſe; 

Whilſt ſophiſtry for reaſon they admit, 

And wander dazzled in the glare of wit: 

Wit that on ill a ſpecious luſtre throws, - 

And in falſe colours ev'ry object ſhows; 

That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right, 

And hurts the judgment, while it feaſts the ſight. 
So in the priſm, to the deluded eye, | 

Each pictur'd trifle takes a rainbow dye; 

With borrow'd charms the gaudy profpe& glows, 
But truth revers'd the faithleſs mirror ſhows; 


Inverted 
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_ Inverted ſcenes in bright confuſion lie, 

And lawns impending ſhade the nether ſky; 

No juſt, no real images we meet, 

But all the ſhining viſion is deceit. 

Oft I revolve, in this diſtracted mind, 

Each word, each look, that ſpoke my charmer kind; 
But oh! how dear their memory I pay ! 
What pleaſures paſt can preſent cares allay ? 
Of all [ love for ever diſpoſſeſs'd: —_ 
Ahl! what avails, to think J once was bleſsd! 
Hard diſpoſition of unequal fate, | 
Mix'd are our joys, and tranſient are their date; 
Nor can reflection bring them back again, 
Yet brings an after-ſting to ev'ry pain. 

Thy fatal letters, O immoral youth, 
Thoſe perjur'd pledges of fictitious truth, 
Dear as they were, no ſecond joy afford, 
My cred'lous heart once leap'd at ev'ry word, 
My glowing boſom throbb'd with thick-heav'd ſighs, 
And floods of rapture ruſh'd into mine eyes: ; 
When now repeated (for the theft was vain, 
Each treaſur'd ſyllable my thoughts retain) 

Far other paſſions rule, and diff'rent care, 

My joys are grief, my tranſports are deſpair. 
Why doſt thou mock the ties of conſtant love? 
But half it's joys the faithleſs ever prove; 
They only taſte the pleaſures they receive, 
When, ſure, the nobleſt is in thoſe we give. 
Acceptance 1s the heav'n which mortals know, 
But 'tis the bliſs of angels to beſtow. 

Oh! emulate, my love, that taſk divine, 
Be thou that angel, and that heav'n be mine. 
Yes, yet relent, yet intercept my fate: 
Alas! I rave, and ſue for new deceit. 

Firſt vital warmth ſhall from the grave return, 


Ere love, extinguiſh'd, with freſh ardour burn. 
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! that I dar'd to act a Roman part, 

= Kal ſtab thy image in this faithful heart, 


There riveted to life ſecure you reign, 


Ah! cruel inmate ! ſharp'ning ev'ry pain: 

While, coavard-like, irreſolute J wait 

Time's tardy aid, nor dare to ruſh on fate; 
Perhaps may linger on life's lateſt ſtage, 
| Survive thy cruelties, and fall by age: | 
No- grief ſhall fpread my fails, and ſpeed 1 me o'er | 


(Deſpair my pilot) to that quiet ſhore, 

Where I can traſt, and thou betray no more- 
Might I but once again behold thy charms, 

Might I but breathe my laſt in thoſe dear arms, 
On that lov'd face but fix my cloſing eye, 

_ Permitted where I might not live to die, 
My ſoften'd fate I wou'd accuſe no more! 

But fate has no ſuch happineſs 3 in ſtore, | 
'Tis paſt, 'tis done—what gleam of hope behind, 
When I can ne'er be falſe, nor thou be kind? 
Why, then, this care?—'tis weak— tis vain—farewel—— 
At that laſt word what agonies I feel! 

] faint——TI die——remember, I was true 


1 | >Tis all I aſc — 


eternally——adien !—— 


"THE LAWYER” 8 FAREWEL TO HIS MUSE. 


1 BY WILLIAM BLACKSTONE, ESQ 


A wretch forſakes his native land, 
In foreign climes condemn'd to roam 
An endleſs exile from his home; | 
Penſive he treads the deſtin'd way, 
.And dreads to go, nor dares to ſtay; 
Till on ſome neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He ſtops, and turns his eyes below; 


| I by ſome tyrant's ſtern 8 
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There, melting at the well-known view, 
Drops a laſt tear, and bids adieu: 
_ Sol, thus doom'd from thee to part, 
Gay queen of fancy and of art, 
Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 
Oft ſtop, and often look behind. 
Companion of my tender age, 
Serenely gay, and ſweetly ſage, 
How blithſome were we wont to rove 
By verdant hill, or ſhady grove, 
Where fervent bees, with humming voice, 
Around the honey'd oak rejoice, 
And aged elms with awful bend, 
In long cathedral walks extend ! 
Lull'd by the lapſe of gliding floods, 
Chear'd by the warbling of the woods, 
How bleſs'd my days, my thoughts how ee, 
In ſweet ſociety with thee! 
Then all was joyous, all was young, 
And years unheeded roll'd along: 
But now the pleaſing dream is o'er, 
| Theſe ſcenes muſt charm me now no more; 
' Loſt to the field, and torn from you 
Farewel !——a long, a laſt adieu. 
Me, wrangling courts, and ſtubborn Law, 
To ſmoak, and crowds, and cities draw; | 
There ſelfiſh Faction rules the day, 
And Pride and Av'rice throng the way: t 
| Diſeaſes taint the murky air, 
And midnight conflagrations glare ; 
Looſe Revelry and Riot bold, 
In frighted ſtreets their orgies hold; 
Or, when in ſilence all is drown'd, 
Fell murder walks her lonely round: 
No room for peace, no room for you, 
Adieu, celeſtial nymph, adieu! | 
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Shakeſpeare, no more thy ſylvan ſon, 

Nor all the art of Addiſon, ; 

Pope's heav'n-ſtrung lyre, nor Waller's eaſe, 

Nor Milton's mighty ſelf mult pleaſe : 
Inftead of theſe, a formal band 

In furs and coifs around me ſtand ; 

With ſounds uncouth, and accents dry, 

That grate the ſoul of harmony; 

Each pedant ſage unlocks his ſtore 

Of myliick, dark, diſcordant lore; _ 
And points with tott'ripg hand the ways 

That lead me to the thorny maze. | 

There, in a winding, cloſe retreat, F 
Is Juſtice doom'd to fix her ſeat; 

There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the law, 

She keeps the wond' ring world in awe ; 

And there, from vulgar fight retir'd, 
Like eaſtern queens, is more admir'd. 

O let me pierce the ſecret ſhade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rend awe, 

The guardian of Britannia's law; 

Unfold with joy her facred page, 

(Th? united boaſt of many an age, | 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appears 
The wiſdom of a thouſand years) 

In that pure ſpring the bottom view, 

Clear, deep, and regularly true, 

And other doctrines thence imbibe, 
Than lurk within the ſordid ſcribe: 

Obſerve how parts with parts unite 

In one harmonious rule of right; 

See countleſs wheels diſtinctly tend 

By various laws to one great end; 

While mighty Alfred's piercing foul - 
Pervades and regulates the whole. 


Then 
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Then welcome buſineſs, welcome ftrife, 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life; 
The viſage wan, the pore- blind ſight, 
The toil by day, the lamp at night; 
The tedious forms, the ſolemn prate, 
The pert diſpute, the dull debate; 
The drowzy bench, the babbling hall; 
For thee, fair Juſtice, welcome all! 
Thus tho” my noon of life be paſs'd, 
Vet let my ſetting ſun, at laſt, 

Find out the ſtill, the rural cell, 
Where ſage Retirement loves to dwell! 
There let me taſte the home felt bliſs 

Of innocence, and inward peace; 

Untainted by the guilty bribe; 
Vncurs'd amid the harpy-tribe; 

No orphan's cry to wound my ear; 

My honour, and my conſcience clear: 

Thus may I calmly meet my end, 
Thus to the grave in peace deſcend ! 
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ENTERTAINMENT AND INSTRUCTION OF YOUNGER MINDS, 
BY DR. COTTON. 
Virginibus Ps canto. 8 no. 


. THE READER, 


u TH O Rs, you know, of greateſt fame, 
Thro' modeſty ſuppreſs their name“; 

And wou'd you wiſh me to reveal 

- What theſe ſuperior Wits conceal ? 


Though Dr. Cotton is well-known to have been the anther of theſe vi- 


Lens, they have hitheris been publiſhed without prefixing his name. 
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Forego the ſearch, my curious friend, 
And huſband time to better end. 

All my ambition is, I own, _ 

To profit and to pleaſe unknown ; 

Like ſtreams ſupply'd from ſprings below, 


Which ſcatter bleſſings as they flow. 


Were you diſeas'd, or *preſs'd with pain, 5 


Straight you'd apply to Warwick Lane: 


The thoughtful doctor feels your pulſe, 
(No matter whether Mead or Hulſe) 
Writes . Arabic to you and me— 


Then ſigns his hand, and takes his fee. 
Now, ſhould the ſage omit his name, 


Would not the cure remain the ſame ? 2 
Not but phyſicians ſign their bill, 


Or when they cure, or when they kill. 

"Tis often known, the mental race 
Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 
Dar'd I avow a parent's claim, 


Criticks might ſneer, and friends might blame. 


This dang'rous ſecret let me hide, 
PI! tell you ev'ry thing beſide: 


Not that it boots the world a tittle, 
Whether the author's big or little; 


Or whether fair, or black, or brown! 
No writer's hue concerns the town. 


I paſs the filent rural hour, 
No ſlave to wealth, no tool to pow'r : 
My manſion's warm, and very neat; 


' You'd ſay, A pretty ſnug retreat !? 
My rooms no coſtly paintings grace, 


The humbler print ſupplies their place. 


Behind the houſe my garden lies, 
And opens to the ſouthern ſkies : 


The diſtant hills gay proſpects yield, 


And plenty ſmiles in ev'ry field. 
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The faithful maſtiff is my guard, 

The feather'd tribes adorn my yard; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead, 

And their ſoft plumes improve my bed. 
My cow rewards me all ſhe can; 

(Brutes leave ingratitude to man) 

She, daily thankful to her lord, 
| Crowns, with nectareous ſweets, my board. 

Am ] diſeas'd—the cure is known, 

Her ſweeter juices mend my own. 

TI love my houſe, and ſeldom roam; 

Few viſits pleaſe me more than home, 

I pity that unhappy elf 
Who loves all company but ſelf; 

Buy idle paſſions borne away = 

To op'ra, maſquerade, or play; 

Fond of thoſe hives where folly reigns, 
And Britain's peers receive her chains ; 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And ſcorns to redden into ſhame. 

But know, my fair, (to whom belong 

The poet and his artleſs ſong) 

When female cheeks refuſe to glow, 

Farewel to virtue here below. - 

Our ſex is loft to ev'ry rule, 

Our ſole diſtinction, knave or fool. 
is to your innocence we run; 

Save us, ye fair, or we're undone: 

_ Maintain your modeſty and ſtation, 

$0 women ſhall preſerve the nation. 

Mothers, *tis ſaid, in days of old, 
Eſteem'd their girls more choice than gold ; 
Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 

To make her cheap by publick view: 

(Few, who their diamonds value weigh, 

Expoſe thoſe diamonds ev'ry day.) ny 

Then, 


Our noon-day thought, our midnight dream. 
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Then, if Sir Plume drew near, and ſmil'd, 


The parent trembled for her child: 


The firſt advance alarm'd her breaſt; 

And fancy pictur'd all the reſt. 

But now no mother fears a foe, 

No daughter ſhudders at a beau. | 
Pleaſure is all the reigning theme, 


In Folly's chace our youths engage, 
And ſhameleſs crowds of tott*ring age. 


The die, the dance, th' intemp'rate bowl, 


With various charms ingroſs the ſoul. 
Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice ? 
The frantick tribes ſhall pay the price. 

But tho? to ruin poſt they run, 


They'll think it hard to be undone. 


Do not arraign my want of taſte, 
Or ſight to ken where joys are plac'd. 
They widely err, who think me blind, 
And I diſclaim a ſtoick's mind. 

Like yours are my ſenſations quite 

I only ſtrive to feel aright. 

My joys, like ſtreams, glide gently by, 
Tho? ſmall their channel, never dry; 
Keep a ſtill, even, fruitful wave, 


And bleſs the neighb'ring meads they lave. 


My fortune (for I'll mention all, 
And more than you dare tell) is ſmall ; 
Yet ev'ry friend partakes my ſtore, 

And Want goes ſmiling from my door. 
Will forty ſhillings warm the breaſt 
Of Worth or Induſtry diſtreſs'd ; 
This ſum I chearfully impart, 
Tis fourſcore pleaſures to my heart; 
And you may make, by means like theſe, 
Five talents ten, whene'er you pleaſe. 
| — "Tis 
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Tis true my little purſe grows fight; 
But then I ſleep fo ſweet at night! 
This grand ſpecifick will prevail, 
When all the doctor's opiates fail. 
You aſk what party I purſue ; 
Perhaps you mean, Whoſe fool are you ry 
The names of party I deteſt, FRE 
Badges of ſlavery at beſt? 
I've too much grace to play the knave; 
And too much pride to turn a ſlave. 
I love my country from my foul, 
And grieve when knaves or fools controul. 
I'm pleas'd when vice and folly ſmart, 
Or at the gibbet or the cart: 
Yet always pity, where I can; 
Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man. 
Now the religion of your poet 
Does not this little preface ſhow it ? 
My Viſions if you ſcan with care, 
Tis ten to one you'll find it there. 
And if my actions ſuit my ſong, 
You can't in conſcience think me wrong. 


VV 
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v lovely girl, I write for you, 

And pray believe my vifions true; 
They'll form your mind to ev'ry grace, 
They'll add new beauties to your face; 
And when old age impairs your prinie, 
You'll triumph o'er the ſpoils of time. 
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Childhood and youth engage my pen, 


_ ?Tis labour loſt to talk to men: | 
Youth may, perhaps, reform, when wrong ; ; 


Age will not liſten to my ſong. 

He who at fifty is a fool, 

Is far too ſtubborn grown for ſchool. 
What is that vice which ſtill prevails, 


| When almoſt ev'ry paſſion fail 
Which with our very dawn begun, 


Nor ends, but with our ſetting ſun ; 
Which like a noxtous weed, can ſpoil 


The faireſt flow'rs, and choak the foil ? | 


*Tis Slander—and, with ſhame I own, 


The vice of human-kind alone. 


Be Slander, then, my leading dream, 


Tho? you're a ſtranger to the theme ; 
Thy ſofter breaſt, and honeſt heart, 
Scorn the defamatory art; 


Thy ſoul aſſerts her native ſkies, 


Nor aſks Detraction's wings to riſe ; 


In foreign ſpoils let others ſhine, 
Intrinſick excellence is thine. 

The bird, in peacock's plumes who ſhone, 
Could plead no merit of her own: 


The ſilly theft betray'd her pride, 


And ſpoke her poverty beſide. 

Th' inſidious ſland'ring thief is worſe 
Than the poor rogue who ſteals your purſe, 
Say, he purloins your glitt'ring ſtore : 

Who takes your gold, takes traſh—no more; ; 
Perhaps he pilfers—to be fed— 

Ah! guiltleſs wretch, who ſteals for bread ! 
But the dark villain, who ſhall aim 


_ Toblaſts my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 
_ He'd ſteal a precious gem away, 
5 Steal what hoth Indies can't t repay, 12 
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; | Here the ſtrong pleas of want are vain, 
Or the more impious pleas of 8 
No ſinking family to fave! IDES 
No gold to glut th' inſatiate knave! | ; 
Improve the hint of Shakeſpeare's tongue; 
*T'was thus immortal Shakeſpeare ſung *® : — 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule, 
For Nature was that poet's ſchool. 
As I was nodding in my chair, 
I faw a rueful wild appear: 
. No verdure met my aching ſight, 
= But hemlock and cold aconitez 
| Two very pois'nous plants, tis true, 
But not ſo bad as vice to you. 
The dreary proſpect ſpread around! 
Deep ſnow had whiten'd all the ground! 
A black and barren mountain nigh, 
Expos'd to ev'ry friendleſs ſky | 
Here foul-mouth'd Slander lay reclin'd, 
Her ſnaky treſſes hiſs'd behind: 
1 A bloated toad-ſtool rais'd her head, 
* The plumes of ravens were her bbs; od: 
She fed upon the viper's brood, 
And flak'd her impious thirſt with blood. 
The riſing ſun, and weſtern ray, 
Were witneſs to her diſtant ſway. 
The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 
Than the proud Perfian eber could boaſt, 
No conqueſt grac'd Darius ſon 1; 
By his own numbers half undone; 


: n "IE 
T 


* 9 4 
F 
Te r 


* Othello. wk IM © % 
T Garths s Diſpenſatory, 


1 Xerxes, King of Perſia and ſon of Darius. He invaded Greece = an 
army conſiſting of more than a million of men, (ſome ſay more than two mil- 
lions) who, together with their cattle, periſhed in great meaſure through the 
inability of & countries to ſupply ſuch a vaſt hoſt with proviſign. . 
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Succeſs attended gd 0 pow! 75 
She reap'd freſh laurels ev'ry hour. 
Her troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 
'Than ever armies knew before; Ng? 
No plea diverts the fury's rage, 
The fury ſpares nor ſex nor age, 


E'en Merit, with deſtructive charms, 


Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 
Whene'er the tyrant ſounds to war, 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 


Pride, with a heart unknown to yield, 


Commands in chief, and guides the field, 
He ſtalks with vaſt gigantick ſtride, 


And ſcatters fear and ruin wide: 


So the impetuous torrents ſweep, 


At once, whole nations to the deep. 


Revenge, that baſe Heſperian 9 known 


A chief ſupport of Slander's throne, 


Amidſt the bloody crowd is ſeen, 
And treachery brooding in his mien; 
The monſter often chang'd his gait, 
But march'd reſolv'd and fix'd as fate: 
Thus the fell kite, whom hunger ſtings, 


Now ſlowly moves his out- ſtretch'd wings; 
| Now ſwift as lightning bears away, = 


And darts upon his trembling prey. 
Envy commands a ſecret band, 
With ſword and poiſon in her hand. 

Around her haggard eye-balls roll, 
A thouſand fiends poſſeſs her foul. 
The artful unſuſpected ſprite, 

With fatal aim attacks by night. 
Her troops advance with ſilent tread, 
And ſtab the hero in his bed; 


remarkable for their revengeful — 2 


* Heſperia includes Italy as well as Spain, and the inhabitants of both are 


Or 
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Or ſhoot the wing'd malignant lye, 
And female honours pine and die: 
So prowling wolves, when darkneſs 1 reigns, 
Intent on murder ſcour the plains ; 
Approach the folds, where lambs repole, 
Whoſe guileleſs breaſts ſuſpe& no foes ; 5 
The ſavage gluts his fierce defires, 
And bleating innocence expires. 
Slander ſmil'd horribly, to view 
How wide her con queſts daily grew: 
Around the crouded levees wait, 
Like oriental ſlaves of ſtate; 5 
Of either ſex whole armies preis'd, 
But chiefly of the fair and beſt. 
Iss it a breach of friendſhip's law, 
To ſay what female friends I ſaw ? 
Slander aſſumes the idol's part, 
And claims the tribute of the heart; j 
The beſt, in ſome unguarded hour, 
Have bow'd the knee, and own'd her pow r; 
Then let the poet not reveal 
What candour wiſhes to conceal. 
If I beheld ſome faulty fair, 
Much worſe delinquents crouded there : 
Prelates in ſacred lawn I ſaw, 
Grave Phyſick, and loquacious Law; 
Courtiers, like ſummer flies, abound; 
And hungry poets ſwarm around. 
But now my partial ſtory ends, 
And makes my females full amends. 
If Albion's iſle ſuch dreams fulfils, 
"Tis Albion's iſte which cures theſe ills : 
Fertile of ev'ry worth and grace, _ 
Which warm the heart, and fluſk the face. 
Fancy diſclos'd a ſmiling train 
ef Britiſh nymphs, that tripp'd the Plain, 
„ ; Goods 
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n e rt a fylvan queen, 
Attir'd in robes of chearful green: 


A fair and ſmiling virgin ſhe ! 


With ev'ry charm that ſhines in thee, 
Prudence aſſum'd the chief command, 
And bore a mirror in her hand ; 

Grey was the matron's head by age, 


Her mind by long experience ſage ; 


Of ev 'ry diflant ill afraid, 
And anxious for the fimp'ring maid, 
The Graces danc'd before the fair; 


And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 
The trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 


And riſing flow'rs adorn'd the ground; 
The ſun diſplay'd each brighter „ 
And ſhone in all the pride of diy. 
When Slander ſicken'd at the ſight, 


And ſculk'd away to ſhun the light, 
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HE AR, ye fair mothers of our iſte, 
Nor ſcorn your Poet's homely ſtyle. 


What tho' my thoughts: be quaint or new, 
I'Il warrant that my doQrine's true: 


Or if my ſentiments be old, 
Remember, truth is ſterling gold. 
You judge it of important weight, 
To keep your riſing offspring ſtraight: 
For this ſuch anxious moments feel, 


| And aſk the friendly aids of ſteel; 


For this 1mport- the diſtant cane, 


Or ſlay the monarch of the main. 5. 
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Are perils, penitence, and pains, 
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And ſhall the ſoul be warp'd aſide 
By paſſion, prejudice, and pride ? 
Deformity of heart I call 

The worſt deformity of all. 


Your cares to body are confin'd ; 


Few fear obliquity of mind. 


Why not adorn the better part ! 
This is a nobler theme for art. 


For what is form, or what is face, 
But the ſouls index, or it's caſe ? 
Now take a ſimile at hand, 


Compare the mental ſoil to land. 
Shall fields be till'd with annual care, 
And minds he fallow ev'ry year? 


O, ſince the crop depends on you, 


Give them the culture which is due: 


Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the ſoil, 
So harveſt ſhall repay your toil. 
If human minds reſemble trees, 


(As ev'ry moraliſt agrees) 
Prune all the ſtragglers of your vine, 


Then fhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 


The gard'ner knows, that fruitful life 
Demands his ſalutary knife: 


For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot, 


Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 


A ſatiriſt® in Roman times, 


When Rome, like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 


Aſſerts it for a ſacred truth, | 
That pleaſures are the bane of youth; 


That forrows ſuch purſuits attend, 


Or fuch purſuits in ſorrows end: 
That all the wild advent'rer gains 


. Perfius. 
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Appears, ye fair, the Roman page; 
And bid your ſons revere the ſage + 
In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil, 
And firing their nerves by manly toil: 
Thus ſhall they grow like Temple wiſe, 
'Thus future Lockes and Newtons rife; | 
Or hardy chiefs to wield the lance, 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego 
'Thoſe treach'rous paths where pleaſures grow 
Where the young mind is Folly's ſlave, 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave. 
| Let each bright character be nam'd, 
For wiſdom or for valour fam'd : 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone, 
Tell how th' immortal Bacon ſhone !_ 
Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, 
Soar'd high on Contemplation's wings; 
Rang'd the fair fields of Nature o'er, 
Where never mortal trod before: 
a Bacon! whoſe vaſt, capacious plan, 
Beſpoke him angel, more than man! 
Does love of martial fame inſpire, 
Cheriſh, ye fair, the gen'rous fire; 
Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouze the hero in their breaſt: 
Paint Creſſy's vanquiſh'd field anew, 
Their ſouls ſhall kindle at the view; 
Reſolv'd to conquer or to fall, | 
When liberty and Britain call. 
Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 
Or hurl their thunders thro? the main; OY © 
Gain with their blood, nor grudge the colt, COLES 4b. 
What their degen'rate fires have loſt: + 
The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, _ . 
As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 
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One ſummer's ev'ning, as I firay'd' 
Along the ſilent moon-light gl.de ; 
With theſe reflections in my breaſt, 
Beneath an oak I ſunk to reſt; | 
A gentle ſlumber intervenes, | 
And fancy dreſs'd inſtructive ſcenes. 
Methought a ſpacious road I ſpy'd, 
And ſtately trees adorn'd it's fide; 
Frequented by a giddy crowd D 
Of thoughtleſs mortals, vain and loud 3 
Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 
And bade me join their ſmiling throng. 
I ſtraight obey'd—Perſuaſion hung 
Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue: 
A cloudleſs ſun improv'd the day, 
And pinks and roſes ſtrew'd our way, 
| Now as our journey we purſue, 
A beauteous fabrick roſe to view ; 
A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 
With ev'ry ornament of taſte. 
This ſtructure was a female's claim, 
And Pleaſure was the monarch's name. 
The hall we enter'd uncontroul'd, 
And ſaw the queen enthron'd on gold: 
| Arabian ſweets perfum'd the ground, 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; 
A flowing veſt adorn'd the fair, 
And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair. 
Fraud taught the queen a thouſand wiles, 
A thouſand ſoft inſidious ſmiles; 
Love taught her liſping tongue to ſpeak, 
And form'd the dimple in her cheek ; 
The lily and the damaſk roſe | 
The tincture of her face compoſe; 
Nor did the god of wit diſdain 
To mingle with the ſhining train. 
$3: TE Her 


The woodbines mix in am'rous play, - WR | 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. | 


There roſes bluſh, and ſcent the glade; | 
The orange, with a vernal face, 


pravTiIES OF POETRY. 


Her vot'ries flock from various parts, 
And chiefly youth reſign'd their hearts; 
The old in ſparing numbers preſs d, 


But aukward devotees at beſt. 8 85 1 
$7 1 
Now let us range at large, we cry'd, £ ;.- 
W .. i. 3 EY A 
* Thro' all the garden's boaſted pride,* - | F 


Here jaſmines ſpread the filver flow'r, 
To deck the wall, or weave the bow'r ; 


Here riſing myrtles form a ſhade, 


Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace; 


While the young bloſſoms here unfold, | 8 0 5 
There ſhines the fruit, like pendant gold, 55 


Citrons their balmy ſweets exhale, 
And triumph in the diſtant gale. 
Now fountains, murm'ring to the ſong, 
Roll their tranſlucent ſtreams along ; ; 
Thro' all the aromatick groves, 
The faithful turtles coo their loves; 

The lark aſcending pours his notes, 
And linnets ſwell their rapt'rqus throats. 
Pleaſure, imperial fair! how gay 

Thy empire, and how wide thy ſway ! * 


Enchanting queen, how ſoft thy reign! 


How man, fond man! implores thy chain! 
Yet thine each meretricious art, 

That weakens, and corrupts the heart: : 
The childiſh toys and wanton page, 

Which fink and proſtitute the ſtage! 

The maſquerade, that juſt offence X 

To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe !_ 

The midnight dance, the manting | bowl, 
And all that diſſipate the foul ; 

Al 
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All that to ruin man combine, | 
Ves, ſpecious harlot, all are thine! 

Whence ſprung th' accurſed luſt of play, 

Which beggars thouſands in a day ? 

Speak, ſorc'reſs, ſpeak, (for thou canſt tell) 

Who call'd the treach'rous card from hell? 

Now man profanes his reas'ning pow'rs, 

Profanes ſweet Friendſhip's ſacred hours; 
Abandon'd to inglorious ends, 

And faithleſs to himſelf and friends ; 

A dupe to ev'ry artful knave, 

To ev'ry abject wiſh a ſlave : 

But who againſt himſelf combines, 
Abets his enemy's deſigns. 

When Rapine meditates a blow, 

He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe. 

Is man a thief who ſteals my pelf— _ 
How great his theft, who robs himſelf! 
Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat— 

How henious, then, is ſelf-deceit! 

Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime 

How black his guilt, who murders time! 

Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 
Grand precedents to palliate ill, 

Shall modes and forms avail with me, 
When reaſon diſavows the plea ? 

Who games, is felon of his wealth, 

His time, his liberty, his health: 

Virtue forſakes his ſordid mind, 

And Honour ſcorns to ſtay behind. 

From man when theſe bright cherubs part, 

Ah, what's the poor deſerted heart! 

A ſavage wild that ſhocks the ſight, 

Or chaos, and impervious night ! 

Each gen'rous principle deſtroy'd, | 

And demons croud the frightful void! ! 5 
1 24 | 2 P 2 J. N 


300. BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 


Shall Siam's elephant ſupply 
The baneful deſolating die? 
Againſt the honeſt ſylvan's will, 
Von taught his iv'ry tukk to kill, 
Heav'n, fond it's favours to diſpenſe, 
Gave him that weapon for defence. 
That weapon, for his guard deſign'd, 
You render'd fatal to mankind, _ 
He plann'd no death for thoughtleſs youth, 
| You gave the venom to his tooth. . 
| _ Bluſh, tyrant, bluſh | for, oh! 'tis true, | S 
That no fell ſerpent bites like C 
The gueſts were order'd to depart, At; 
Reluctance fat on ev'ry heart: 
A porter ſhew'd a diff'rent door; 
Not the fair portal known before. 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide; : 
The crowds deſcended in a tide : 
| But oh! ve heav'ns, what vaſt ſurprize 
| Struck the advent'rers frighted eyes! 
A barren heath before us lay, | | 
And gath'ring clouds obſcur'd the day; 
The darkneſs roſe in ſmoaky fpires; _. 
The lightnings flaſh'd their livid fires ; 
| Loud peals of thunder rent the air, 
While vengeance chill'd our hearts with fear, 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain, 
And triumph'd o'er the mangled ſlain. 
Here ſat Diſtaſte, with fickly mien, 
And more than half devour'd with tpleen ; : 
3 There ſtood Remorſe, with thought opprefs'd, 
And vipers feeding on his breaſt » OOTY 
Then Want, dejected, pale, and We 


With bones juſt ſtarting thro? his {kin 4 eee 
A ghaſtly fiend [—and cloſe behind ot od me? 
Diſeaſe his aching headaegin'd 1 SEN) 
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His everlaſting thirſt conftſs'd 
The fires which rag'd within his breaſt: 
Death clos'd the train ! the hideous forth PRE 
Smil'd, unrelenting, in the torm; e 
When ſtraight a doleful ſhriek was heard; 5 
I'woke— the viſion diſappear'd. | 
| Let not the unexperienc'd boy 
Deny that pleaſures will deſtroy ;_ 
Or ſay that dreams are vain and wild, 
Like fairy tales, to pleaſe a child, | 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From ſallies of the ſoul in ſleep. 
And fince there's meaning in my dream, 
The. moral merits your eſteem. 


„ 
> | VISION IIL. 


” TEND my viſions, thoughtleſs i. 
Ere long you'll think them weighty ms 
Prudent it were to think ſo now, 
Ere age has ſilver'd o'er your brow : 
For he, who at his early years 
Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 
If Folly has poſſeſs'd his prime, 
Diſeaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time 
Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein— 
Nor penitence dilute the ſtain : 
And when each hour ſhall urge his fate, 
Thought, like the doctor, comes too late. 
The ſubje& of my ſong is Health, 
A good, ſuperior far to wealth. 


Can the young mind diftruſt it's wort! 


Conſult the monarchs of the earth 207 2 
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1e czars, and Alan, own recs 
No gem fo bright, that decks their throne ;/ 
Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 


And turn a ruſtick, or a cit. 

Mark, tho' the bleſſing's loſt with eaſe, 
Tis not recover'd when you pleaſe, 
Say not that gruels ſhall avail, 


For ſalutary gruels fail: 
Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed, 
Apollo's ſon is Egypt's * "Ty 
| How fruitleſs the phyſician's ſkill, 
How vain the penitential pil}, 
| The marble monuments proclaim, 


The humbler turf confirms the fame! 1 85 


Prevention is the better cure; 


So fays the Proverb, and 'tis ſure. NF 5 
Would you extend your narrow ſpan, 


And make the moſt of life you can; 
Would you, when med cines cannot fave, 


Deſcend with eaſe into the grave; 
Calmly retite, like ev'ning light, 


And chearful bid the world good night 


Let Temp'rance conſtantly preſide, 


Our beſt phyfician, friend, and guide! 


Would you to wiſdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ſenſe 

Let Temp'rance (always friend to Fame! 
With ſteady hand direct your aim; 

Or, like an archer in the dark, 


Lour random ſhaft will miſs the mark . 


For they who ſlight her golden rules, 
In Wiſdom's volume ſtand for foots. = 
But morals, unadorn'd by art, 

Are feldom known to reach the heart: 


© In allufonts 2 Kings wii, 2 


Tu 
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I'll therefore ſtrive to raife my theme 
With all the ſcenery of dream. | 
Soft were my ſlumbers, ſweet my reſt, 
Such as the infant's on the breaſt ; | 
When Fancy, ever on the wing, 
And fruitful as the genial ipring, 
Preſented in a blaze of light, 
A new creation to my ſight. 
A rural landſcape I deſcry'd, 
Dreſs'd in the robes of ſummer. pride; 
The herds adorn'd the floping hills, | 
That glitter'd with their tinkling rills s 1 
Below the fleecy mothers ſtray d, 
And round their ſportive lambkins play's. 
Nigh to a murm'ring breok I ſaw 
An humble cottage, thatch'd with fraws 
Behind a garden, that ſupply'd 
All things for uſe, and none for pride : 
Beauty prevail'd thro ev'ry part. 
But more of nature than of art. 
Hail, thou ſweet, calm, unenyy'd ſcat !? 
I ſaid, and bleſs'd the fair retreat: 
< Here would | paſs my remnant days, 
Unknown to cenſure, or to praile ; 
Forget the world, and be forgot, 
As Pope deſcribes his veſtal's lot." 
While thus I mus'd, a beauteous mail 
Stepp'd from a thicket's neighb'ring ſhade ; 
Not Hampton's gallery can boaſt, 
Nor Hudſon paint ſo fair a toalt; 
She claim'd the cottage for her own y 
To Health a cottage is a throne. | 
The annals ſay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces ſolemniz'd her birth. — 1 
 _ Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought ; ; 1 
The orchard's bluſhing pride they brought: 1 
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Hence in her Res the lily ſpeaks, e 
And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks; | 
The cherry gave her lips to glow, 10 
Her eyes were debtors to the floe; 
And, to compleat the lovely fair, 
Tis ſaid the cheſnut ſtain'd her hair. 
The virgin was averſe to courts, 
But often ſeen in rural ſports Ps vos 
When in her roſy veſt the morn „„ 
Walks o'er the dew- beſpangled lawn, 
The nymph is firſt to form the race, 
Or wind the horn, and lead the chacde. 1 
Sudden J heard a ſhouting train, | 
Glad acclamations filPd the plain: 
Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 
For Health was loud proclaim'd a queen. 
| Two ſmiling cherubs grac'd her mo; 
| (To modern courts, I fear, unknown::) 
One was the nymph, that loves the kght, / 
| Fair Innocence, array'd in white; 
| | With ſiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, 
And heav'n all opening in her face. 
The reign was long, the empire great, 
And Virtue, miniſter of ſtate. 
In other kingdoms, ev'ry hour, 8 
You hear of Vice preferr'd to Pow'r : 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here; 
No knaves engroſs'd the royal ear; 
No fools obtain'd this monarch's grace; 
Virtue diſpos'd of ev'ry place. 
What ſickly appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying hours! 
And tho' from good to bad we range, 
No matter,” ſays the fool, . tis change.” 
Her ſubjects now expreſs'd apace 


DiſffatisfaRion in their face: of 
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Some view the ſtate with Envy s eye, 
Some were diſpleas'd, they knew not Why; 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 
Wich rigour tax d their monarch's reign. 
Thus, ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 3 
Deſcend to earth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart, 
Would not th' inſtructive gueſt diſpenſe 
With paſſion, appetite, and ſenſe; 
We ſhould his heav'nly lore deſpiſe, 
And ſend him to his former ſkies. 
A dang'rous hoſtile power aroſe 
' To Health, whoſe houſhold were her foes: 
A harlot's looſe attire ſhe. wore, 
And Luxury the name ſhe bore. 
This princeſs of unbounded ſway, 
Whom Afia's ſofter ſons obey, | _ 
Made war againſt the queen of Health, 
Aſſiſted by the troops of Wealth. 
The queen was firſt to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhield ; 
Temper'd with ſuch ſyperior art, 
That both were proof to ev'ry dart. 
Two warlike chiefs approach'd the green, 
And wond'rous fav'rites with the queen : 
Both were of Amazonian race, 
Both high in merit, and in place. 
Here Reſolution march'd, whoſe ſoul _ 
No fear could ſhake, no pow'r controyl; 
The heroine wore a Roman, veſt, 
A lion's heart inform'd her breaſt. 
There Prudence ſhone, whoſe boſom wrought, 
With all the various plans of Thought z 
* *Twas her's to bid the troops engage, * 
And teach the 6 Nane where to rage, FAX 5 A 
rn And 
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And now the Syren” s armies preſs, 
Their van was headed by Exceſs ; ; 
The mighty wings, that form'd the fide, | 
Commanded by that giant, Pride; | 
While Sickneſs, and her filters, Pain 
And Poverty, the centre gain: LR 
Repentance, with a brow ſevere, | 
And Death, were ſtation'd i in the rear. 0 
Health rang'd her troops with matchleſs art, 
And acted the defenſiye part ; g 
Her army, poſted on, a hill, 
Plainly beſpoke ſyperior Kill, 
Hence were diſcover'd, thro? the pl 
The motions of the hoſtile train: 
While Prudence, to prevent ſurprize, 
Oft fally'd 1 with her truſty ſpies ; - 
Explor'd each ambuſcade below, 
And reconnoiter'd well the foe. 
Afar, when Luxury deſcry'd 
_ Inferior force by art ſupply'd, 
The Syren ſpake—* Let Frand prevail, | 
« Since all my numerous hoſts muſt fail; 
Henceforth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe, 
Pll ſend to Health and offer peace“. 
Straight ſhe diſpatch'd, with pow'rs compleat, 
Pleaſure, her miniſter, to treat, 
This wicked ſtrumpet topp'd her part, 
And ſow'd ſedition in the heart! 
| Thro? ev'ry troop the poiſon ran, 
All were infected to a man: 
The wary generals were Won 
By Pleaſure? 5 wiles, and both mndone. | 
love held the troops in high diſgrace, 
And bade diſeaſes blaſt their race; ** 
Look'd on the queen with melting eyes, 
And ſnatch'd his 2 to the lies: 3 
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Who fill regards thoſe wiſer few; 

That dares her dictates to purſue. 

For where her ſtricter law prevails 15 
Tho” paſſion prompts, ar vice aſſails; 


Long ſhall the cloudleſs ſkies behold, 


And their Calm ſan get * with gold. 


VISION IV. 


TAN is deceiv'd by outward ſhow— 
Tis a plain; homeſpun truth, I know ** 


The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 


So ſays the ſchool-boy, and the ſage: 
Vet ſtill we hug the dear deceit, 

And ſtill exclaim againſt the cheat. 
But whence this inconſiſtent part ? 


Say, moraliſts; who know the heart : 
If you'll this labyrinth purſue, 


I'II go before, and find the clue. 

I dream'd (*twas on a birth-day night) 
A ſumptuous palace roſe to fight: 
The builder had, thro? ev'ry part, 


Obſerv'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 


Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd 


All the full force of light and ſhades 


Around the livery'd ſervants wait; 
An aged porter kept the gate, 
As I was traverſing the hall, 


Where Bruſſels looms adorn'd the wall, | 


(Whoſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 


A nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid) 


A graceful perſon came in view; 


(His form, it ſeems, is known to few ñ) 


2 2 


His 
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His drefs was unadorn'd with lace, 
But charms ! a thouſand 1n his face, 
© This, Sir, your property ?* 1 cry'd. 
© Maſter and manſion coincide ; - 
Where all, indeed, is truly great, | 
And proves, that bliſs may dwell with fiate. 
Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, > 
And grant the favour of your name.” 
« Content!” the lovely form reply d; 
© But think not here that I reſide ; 
© Here lives a courtier, baſe and ly ; 
An open, honeſt ruſtick, I. 
© Our taſte and manners difagree; 
His levee boaſts no charms for me: 
« For titles, and the ſmiles of kings, 
To me are cheap, unheeded things: 
© ('Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patent of a ducal heart: 
< Unleſs this herald ſpeaks him uh 
What ſhall avail the glare of ſtate ?) 
© Thofe fecret charms are my delight, 
Which ſhine remote from publick fight: 
* Paſſions ſubdu'd, defires at reſt 
And hence his chaplam ſhares my breaſt. 
© There was a time (his grace can nd 
* I knew the duke exceeding well ; 
© Knew ev'ry ſecret of his heart; 
© In truth, we never were apart: 
But when the court became his end, 
He turn'd his back upon his friend. 
One day I call'd upon his grace, 
© Juſt as the duke had got a place: 
I thought (but thought amiſs, tis clear) 
© I ſhould be welcome to the peer; 
© Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r; - 


And ſo I was—for half an hour. 


© But 
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But he grew weary of his gueſt, 
And ſoon diſcarded me his breaſt; 
© Upbraided me with want of merit, 
© But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 

© You reliſh not the great man's lot! 
© Come, haſten. to my humbler cot. 
© Think me not partial to the great, 
Im a ſworn foe to pride and ſtate; 
© No monarch ſhares my kind embrace, 
There's ſcarce a monarch knows my face: 
Content ſhuns courts, and oft'ner dwells 
© With modeſt worth in rural cells; 
There's no complaint, tho' brown the bread, 
Or the rude turf ſuſtain: the head; 
© Tho! hard the couch, and coarſe the meat, 
£ Still the brown loaf and ſleep are ſweet. 

Far from the city I refide, 
© Anda thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
© True to my heart, I ſeldom roam, 
© Becauſe I find my joys at home: 


For foreign viſits then begin, 


© When the man feels a void within. 

© But tho! from towns and crowds I fly, 
No humoriſt, nor cynick, I. 
« Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize 
© The friendſhips of the good and wiſe, 
© Bid Virtue and her ſons attend: 
© Virtue will tell thee, I'm her friend; 
„Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 
© And meek, and lowly, and refign'd ; 
Will ſay, theres no diſtinction known 
Betwixt her houſhold and my own.” 

AUTHOR. 

If tele the friendſhips you purſue, 
Pour friends, I fear, are very few, © 
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$0 little company, you ſay, 
Yet fond of home from day to day ! 
How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 
I doubt your neighbours think you odd! 
| CONTENT. 
T commune with myſelf at night, 
And aſk my heart if all be right: 
If, © Right,” replies my faithful breaſt; 
I ne, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 
AUTHOR _ 
You frank regardleſs of the town: 
Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gown? 
„Senn, | 
The clergy ſay they love me well; 
Whether they do, they beſt can tell : 
They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 
And always praiſe me to the ſkies ; 
But if conviction's at the heart, 
Why not a correſpondent part? 
For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 
If actions preach a diff” rent tale? 
Who'll ſeek my door, and grace my walls, 
When neither dean nor prelate calls? 
With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 
Who prize their duty more than gain ; 
Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 
And conſcious virtue is our treat; 
Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, 
And hence we fear no ſecret foe; 
Our walks Ambion ne'er attends, uk 
And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends; 0 
We wiſh the beſt to church and ſtate, | 
But leave the ſteerage to the great; 
Careleſs, who riſes, or who falls, 
And never dream of yacant ſtalls; .: 8 2 
Fi | Much 
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Sigh for the mitre, and the lawn. 


He who contracts his ſwelling ſail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 


On God for all events depend; | 
Vou cannot want when God's your friend. 
Weigh well your part, and do your beſt; 


Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond mother ſlight her boy; 
Can ſhe forget her prattling joy? 


Heav'n may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Pet ſay not thou that Heay'n's unkind. 
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Much leſs, by pride or int' reſt drawn, 


Obſerye the ſecrets of my art, 


Pll fundamental truths impart ; 


If you'll my kind advice purſue, 


I'll quit my hut, and dwell with you, 


The paſſions are a num'rous crowd, 
Imperious, poſitive, and loud; 


Curb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife; 


Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of liſe: 
If they grow mutinous, and rave, 


They are thy maſters, thou their ſlave, 


Regard the world with cautious eye, 


Nor raiſe your expectation high. 


See that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 


You neither fear nor hope too much: 


For diſappointment's not the thing; 

* I's pride and paſſion point the ſting. 
Life is a ſea, where ſtorms muſt rife ; 
"Tis Folly talks of cloudleſs ſkies : 


Be ſtill, nor anxious thoughts employ, 
D iſtruſt embitters preſent j Joy : 


Leave to your Maker all the reſt. 
The Hand which form'd thee in the womb, 


Say, then, ſhall Sov'reign Love deſert 
The humble, and the honeſt heart? — - 


God 
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God is alike, both good and wiſe, 

In what he grants, and what denies: 

Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 

To-morrow Goodneſs takes away. 
You fay, that troubles intervene, 


That ſorrows darken half the ſcene. 
'True—and this conſequence you ſee, 


The world was ne'er deſign'd for thee ; 


You're like a paſſenger below, 
That ſtays perhaps a night or ſo; 
But till his native country lies 


Beyond the bound'xies of the ſktes. 


Of Heav'n aſk yirtue, wiſdom, health, 


But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 


If food be thine, (tho? little gold) 


And raiment to repel the cold ; 
Such as may Nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride and folly riſe ; 


If foft the motions of thy ſoul, 


And a calm conſcience crowns the whole; 
Add but a friend to all this ſtore, 


You can't in reaſon wiſh for more : 


And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 


| 'Tis more than Heav'n beſtows on n 


He ſpake—ythe airy ſpeare flies, 


And ſtraight the ſweet illuſion dies. 


The viſion, at the early dawn, 


Conſign'd me to the thoughtful morn; 


To all the cares of waking clay, 


And inconſiſtent dreams of day. 
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VISION V. 


* E duiile youths, whoſe rifing ſun 


Hath many circles {till to run; 


Who wiſely wiſh the pilot's chart, 
To fteer thro? life th' unſteady heart; 
And all the thoughtful voyage paſt, 


To gain a happy port at laſt : 


| Attend a Seer's inſtructive ſong, 


For moral truths to dreams belong. 
I ſaw this wond'rous viſion ſoon, 


Long ere my ſun had reach'd it's noon ; 


Juſt when the riſing beard hegan 
To grace my chin, and call me man. 


One night, when balmy ſlumbers ſhed 


Their peaceful poppies o'er my head, 
My fancy led me to explore 
A thouſand ſcenes unknown before. 


I ſaw a plain extended wide, 


And crowds pour'd in from ey'ry ide ; 
All ſeem'd to ſtart a diff” rent game, 

Yet all declar'd their views the ſame : 
The chace was Happineſs, I found; 
But all, alas! enchanted ground. 
Indeed, I judg'd it wond'rous ſtrange, 
To ſee the giddy numbers range 


Thro' roads, which promis'd nought, at beſt, 


But ſorrow to the human breaſt. 


Methought, if bliſs was all their view, 


Why did they diffrent paths purſue ? 

The waking world has long agreed, 

That Bagſhot's not the road to Tweed: 
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Shall have his labour for his Pains, 


_ Whoſe tow'ring ſummit reach'd the ſkies; 


© And ſafety ſhall thy footſteps guide ; 


Crowds urg'd on crowds, with eager pace, 
And happy he who led the race. 


In ambuſcade along the green ; 


And bubbles mock'd the diſtant fight. 


Painful and hazardous to paſs : 
Courtiers and ſtateſmen led the way; 


This moment ſeen aloft to ſoar, 
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And he who Berwick ſeeks thro? Staines, — 


As Parnell ſays “, my boſom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought; 
And, as an angel help'd the dean, 
My angel choſe to intervene : 

The dreſs of each was much the ſame, 
And Virtue was my ſeraph's name. 
When thus the angel ſilence broke ; 
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Her voice was muſick as ſhe ſpoke. 


* Attend, O man! nor leave my fide, 
Such truths VI! teach, ſuch ſecrets ſhow, 
© As none but favour'd mortals know.” 


dhe ſaid—and ſtraight we march'd along 
Toj join Ambition's active throng : 


Axes and daggers lay unſeen 
While vapours ſhed deluſive light, 


We ſaw a ſhining mountain riſe, 


The ſlopes were ſteep, and form'd of glaſs, 


The faithleſs paths their ſteps betray; 


The next to fall, and riſe no more. 
»Twas here Ambition kept her court, 
A phantom of gigantick port: 
The fav'rite that ſuſtain'd her throne, 
Was Falſhood; by her vizard known; 


See the Hermit. 
i Next 


* 
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Next ſtood Miſtruſt, with frequent "NY 


Diſorder'd look, and ſquinting eye; 
While meagre Envy claim'd a place, 
And Jealouſy with jaundic'd face. 
But where is Happineſs ?? I cry'd. 
My guardian turn'd, and thus reply'd. 
Mortal, by Folly ſtill beguil d, 
Thou haſt not yet out- ſtripp'd the child; 

Thou, who haſt twenty winters ſeen, 

(I hardly think thee paſt fifteen). 

To aſk if Happineſs can dwell 

With ev'ry dirty imp of hell! 

Go to the ichool-boy, he ſhall preach 
What twenty winters cannot teach; 

He'll tell thee, from his weekly thome, 

That thy purſuit is all a dream; 

That bliſs ambitious views diſowns, 
And ſelf-dependent, laughs at thrones ; 
© Prefers the ſhades, and lowly feats, 

* Whither fair Innocence retreats : 


— * * 
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_ © So the coy lily of the vale, 


© Shuns eminence, and loves the ale. 
I bluſh'd ; and now we croſs'd the plain, 
To find the money- getting train; 


Thoſe ſilent, ſnug, commercial bands, 
With buſy looks, and dirty hands. 


Amidſt theſe thoughtful crowds, the old 
Plac'd all their happineſs in gold- 


And furely if there's bliſs below, 
Theſe hoary heads the ſecret know. 

We journey'd with the plodding crew, 
When ſoon a temple role to view; 


A Gothick pile! with moſs o'er- grown; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ſtone, 


Without a thouſand maſtiffs wait; 


A thouſand bolts ſecure the gate. 
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We ſought admiſſion long in vain; 


For here all favours ſell for gain: 
The greedy porter yields to gold, 


His fee receiv'd, the gates unfold. 


Aſſembled nations here we found, 


And view'd the cringing herds 5 
Who daily ſacrifſic'd to Wealth, 
Their honour, conſcience, peace, and health, 


I ſaw no charms that could engage; 


The god appear'd like ſordid age, 
With hooked noſe, and famiſh'd Jaws, 
But ſerpent's eyes, and harpy's claws : 


Behind ſtood Fear, that reſtleſs ſprite, 


Which haunts the watches of the night; 


And viper Care, that ſtings ſo deep, 


Whoſe deadly venom murders ſleep. 


We haſten now to Pleaſure's bow'rs ; 


Where the gay tribes fat crown'd with flow'rs ; 


Here Beauty ev'ry charm diſplay'd, 
And Love inflam'd the yielding maid ; 
Delicious wine our taſte employs, 


His crimſon bowl exalts our joys. 


I felt it's gen'rous pow'r, and thought 


The pearl was found, that long I ſought. 


Determin'd here to fix my home, 


I bleſs'd the change, nor wiſh'd to roam: 


The ſeraph difapprov'd my ſtay, 
Spread her fair plumes, and wing'd away, 
Alas! whene'er we talk of bliſs, | 


How prone is man to judge amiſs! 


See, a long train of ills conſpires 


'To ſcourge our uncontroul'd deſires. 


Like ſummer ſwarms diteaſes croud, 
Each bears a crutch, or each a ſhroud ; 
Fever | that thirſty fury, came, 


With inextinguiſhable flame 


- Conſumption, 
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Conſumption, ſworn ally of Death ! 

Crept ſlowly on with panting breath ; 
Gout roar'd, and ſhew'd his throbbing feet, 
And Dropſy took the drunkard's ſeat : 
Stone brought his tott'ring racks ; and near 
Sat Palſy, ſhaking in her chair. 

A mangled youth, beneath a ſhade, 

A melancholy ſcene diſplay'd: | 

His noſeleſs face, and loathſome ſtains, 
Proclaim'd the poiſon in his veins; 

He rais'd his eyes, he ſmote his breaſt, 
He wept aloud, and thus addreſs'd. 


Forbear the harlot's falſe embrace, 
Tho' lewdneſs wear an angel's face: 
© Be wiſe, by my experience taught; 
I die, alas! for want of thought!“ 


As he who travels Lybia's plains, 


Where the fierce lion lawleſs reigns, 


Is ſeiz'd with fear and wild diſmay, 
When the grim foe obſtructs his way; 


My ſoul was pierc'd with equal fright, * 


My tott'ring limbs oppos'd my flight: 
T call'd on Virtue, but in vain : 
Her abſence quicken'd ev'ry pain. 


At length the ſlighted angel heard; 


The dear refulgent form appear'd. | 
* Preſamptuous youth !* ſhe ſaid, and frown'd; 


(My heart-ſtrings flutter'd at the ſound ;) 
Who turns to me reluctant ears, 


© Shall ſhed repeated floods of tears. 

Theſe rivers ſhall for ever laſt; 
There's no retracting what is paſt : 
Nor think avenging ills to ſhun ; 
Play a falſe card, and you're undone, 
Of Pleaſure's gilded baits beware, 
Nor tempt the Syren's fatal ſnare : 
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Forego this curs'd, deteſted place, 

* Abhor the ſtrumpet, and her race. 

Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſu'd, 

* Perdition, ftrippling, had enſu'd ; 

© Yes, fiy—— you {tand upon it's brink ; 

© 'To-morrow is too late to think. 
Indeed, unwelcome truths I tell, 

© But mark my ſacred leſſon well : 


With me whoever lives at ſtrife, 
Loſes his better friend for life; 
With me who lives in friendſhip's ties, 

© Finds all that's ſought for by the wiſe. 
£ Folly exclaims, and well ſhe may, 
« Becauſe J take her maſk away; 

© Tf once I bring her to the ſun, 
The painted harlot is undone. 


But prize, my child, oh! prize my rules, ; - 
And leave Deception to her fools. | q 


* Ambition deals in tinſel toys, | = 
Her traffick gewgaws, flecting joys ! 
An errant juggler in diſguiſe, 

Who holds falſe opticks to your eyes. 


But, ah! how quick the ſhadows paſs ! 
| * 'Tho' the bright viſions thro? her glaſs 
I! | Charm at a diſtance ; yet, when near, 


Ihe baſeleſs fabricks diſappear. 
Nor riches, boaſt intrinſick worth; 

Their charms, at beſt, ſuperior earth: 
FTheſe oft the heav'n-born mind enſlave, 
And make an honeſt man a knave. 

« Wealth cures my wants!“ the miſer cries : 

* Benot deceiv'd, the miſer lyes; 

One want he has, with all his ſtore, 

That worſt of wants—the want of more. 

Take Pleaſure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 
0 And where 15 nt 2??? you lay, 
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C 'Tis here—and may be yours—for, know, 

© I'm all that's happineſs below. 
To Vice J leave tumultuous Joys; 

© Mine is the ſtill and ſofter voice, 

© That whiſpers peace when ftorms invade, 

© And muſick thro' the midnight ſhade. 
Come, then, be mine in every part, 

© Nor give me leſs than all your heart; 

When troubles diſcompoſe your breaſt, 

I'll enter there a chearful gueſt: 

< My converſe ſhall your cares beguile, 

< The little world within ſhall ſmile; 

< And then it ſcarce imports a jot, 

Whether the great world frovens or not. 

And when the cloſing ſcenes prevail, 

© When wealth, ſtate, pleaſure, all mal! gs 

All that a fooliſh.world zdmires, 

Or Paſlion craves, or Pride inſpires : 

© At that important hour of need, 


© Virtue ſhall prove a friend indeed ! 
My hands ſhall ſmooth thy dying bed, 


My arms ſuſtain thy drooping RF 

And when the painful ſtruggle's o'er, 

© And that vain thing, the world, no more: 
< I'll bear my fav'rite ſon away, 


© Torapture, and eternal day,” 


FRIENDSHIP. 
VISION VL 


RIENDS H IP! thou ſoft propitious pow bp 
Sweet regent of the ſocial hour: 
Sublime thy joys, nor underſtood, 6 
But by the virtuous and the good ! 


2 — —— BEES 
333 — 


J 


—— _ 
— 


node ett 


_—_— 
_ 


ogy rt ads — — —„— 
AIG. 9 Ly PEST i RT LI _ ” ” 


PERL PS PEI. 


n 


= 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Cabal and Riot take thy name, 
But *tis a falſe, affected claim; 


In heav'n if love and friendſhip dwell, 


Can they aſſociate e'er with hell? 


Thou art the ſame thro' change of times, 
Thro' frozen zones, and burning climes; 


From the equator to the pole, 


The ſame kind angel thro? the whole: 


And fince thy choice is always free, 
I bleſs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 


When ſorrows ſwell the tempeſt high, 


Thou, a kind port, art always nigh; 
For aching hearts a ſov'reign cure, 


Not ſoft Nepenthe half ſo ſure! 
And when returning comforts riſe, OT IAG; 


Thou the bright ſun that gilds our ſkies. 


While theſe ideas warm'd my breaſt, 


My weary eye-lids ftole to reſt ; 


When fancy re-aſſum'd the 3 

And furniſh'd this inſtructive dream. 
J ſail'd upon a ſtormy ſea, 

(Thouſands embark'd alike with me) 


My ſkiff was ſmall, and weak beſide, 


Not built, methought, to ſtem the tide. 


f 4 
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The winds along the ſurges ſweep, 


The wrecks lie ſcatter'd thro? the deep; 3 


Aloud the foaming billows roar, 


Unfriendly rocks forbid the ſhore. 


While all our various courſe purſue, . 7 
A ſpacious iſle ſalutes our view : | | 

Two queens, with tempers diff *ring wide, 

This new diſcover'd world divide; 


* Wepenthe 1 is an herb, which being infuſed in wine, diſpels grief. It is 
unknown to the moderns; but ſome believe- it a kind of ppium, and others 
take it tor a ſpecies of bugloſs. Plin. xxi. 21. f. & XXV. 2. | 
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A river 
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A river parts their proper elaim, 
And Truth it's celebrated name. 
One ſide a beauteous tract of ground 
Preſents, with living verdure crown'd: 
The ſeaſons temp'rate, ſoft, and mild, 
And a kind ſun that always ſmil CC. 
Few ſtorms moleſt the natives here: 
Cold is the only ill they fear. e 
This happy clime, and grateful ſoil, 1 
With plenty crowns the lab' rer's toil. 
| Here Friendſhip's happy kingdom grew, 
Fer realms were ſmall, her ſubje&s few: 
A thouſand charms the palace grace, 
A rock of adamant it's baſe. 
Tho' thunders roll, and lightmings fly, 
This ſtructure braves th' inclement ſky : 
E'en time, which other piles devours, 
And mocks the pride of human pow'rs, 
Partial to Friendſhip's pile alone, 
Cements the joints, and binds the ſtone; 
RKipens the beauties of the place, 
And calls to life each latent grace. 
Around the throne, in order ſtand 
Four Amazons, a truſty band! 
Friends ever faithful to adviſe, 
Or to defend when dangers riſe. 
Here Fortitude in coat of mail! 
There Juſtice lifts her golden ſcale! 
"Two hardy chiefs, who perſevere, 
With form ere&, and brow ſevere; 
Who ſmile at perils, pains, and death, . 
And triumph with their lateſt breath. 
Temp'rance, that comely matron's nears 
Guardian of all the virtues here; 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 
| Without one wrinkle in her face. 
28 
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Jo view her various thoughts that riſe, 
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But Prudence moſt attracts the ſight, 
And ſhines pre-eminently bright. 


She holds a mirror to her eyes 
The mirror, faithful to it's charge, 72 


Reflects the virgin's ſoul in large. 


A Virtue with a ſofter air, * | 7: : | ; 1 . 
Was handmaid to the regal fair. | 


This nymph, indulgent, conſtant, kind, 


Derives from Heav'n her ſpotleſs mind: 
When actions wear a dubious face, 


Puts the beſt meaning on the caſe z - 
She ſpreads her arms, and bare's her brad, 
Takes in the naked and diſtreſs'd ; 


| Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 
And from her queen obtains ſupplies. 
The maid, who acts this lovely part, 
Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding heart. 


And be thy conſtagt couch my breaſt, 


Croud round the throne with —_— 


That one deſerted to the foe. © 15 : ft 5 


The humble plant bends. down before the ke Na the fenſuire plant 
ſhrinks from the touch] and is faid; by bnd to be the . r pollen of the In- 
dians. ©2279. ee = 920 


They hold allegiance to the laſt. 
Not ancient records e'er can ſhow 
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Fair Charity, be thou my gueſt, 
But virtues of inferior name, 


In loyalty by none ſurpaſs'd, 


* .- * 


The river's other ſide ae, 
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8 theſe ſcenes, the eye deſeryd 
A pow'rful realm extended wide; 
Whoſe bound'ries from north-eaſt begun, 
And ftretch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt ſun. 
Here Flatt'ry boaſts deſpotick ſway, 
And bafks in all the warmth of day. 
Long practis'd in Deception's ſchool, _ 
The tyrant knew the arts to rule; 
Elated with th' imperial robe, 
She plans the conqueſt of the globe; 
And aided by her ſervile trains, 
Leads kings, and ſons of kings, in chains. 
Her darling miniſter is Pride, 
(Who ne'er was known to change his ſide) 
A friend to all her intereſts juſt, _ 
And active to diſcharge his truſt 2 
Careſs'd alike by high and low, 
The idol of the belle and beau: 
In ev'ry ſhape, he ſhews his kill, 
And forms her fubjects to his will; - 
_ Enters their houſes and their hearts, 
And gains his point before he parts. 
Sure never miniſter was known 
So zealous for his ſov'reign's throne * wo 
Three ſiſters, ſimilar in mien, 
Were maids of honour to the queen: 
Who farther favours ſhar'd beſide, 
As daughters of her ſtateſman, Pride. 
The firſt Conceit, with tow'ring creſt, 
Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt; 
Fond of herſelf, nor lefs, I deem, . 
Than ducheſs, in her own eſteem. 
Next Affectation, fair and young, 
With half- form'd accents on her tongue; 


| . Whoſe antick ſhapes, and various face, 


Piktorted ev T native grace. 
* | 2 8 2 
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Then Vanity, a wanton maid, | 5 a 
F launting in Bruſſels and brocadey s 
Fantaſtick, frohckſome, and wild, 
With all the trinkets of a child. | AY tions 
The people, loyal to the queen 
Wore their attachment in their mien Kits 16,955 
With chearful heart they homage pads N $0cpy 
And happieſt he who moſt, obey'd.  * 
While they who ſought their own applauſe, 
Promoted moſt their ſpy'reign's cauſe, 
The minds of all were fraught with guile, . 
Their manners diſſolute and vile; 
And ev'ry tribe, like Pagans, run 
To kneel before the riſing, ſun. 
But now ſome clam'rous ſounds ariſe, 
And all the pleaſing viſion „ 
Once more I clos'd my eyes to ſleep, - 
And gain'd th* imaginary deep; 
Fancy preſided at the hem, 
And ſteer'd me back to Fejenihin! 5 . 
But, oh! with horror I relate 
The revolutions of her ſtate; 
The Trojan chief could hardly more 

His Aſiatick tow'rs deplore. 

For Flatt'ry view'd thoſe fairer plains, 
With longing eyes, where F riendſhip reigns z 3 
With envy heard her neighbour's fame, 

And often ſigh'd to gain the ſame. 
At length, by pride and int'reſt fir' d, 

To Friendſhip's kingdom the aſpir d. 

And now commencing. open foe, | . 1 

She plans in thought ſome mighty blow ; 3 
Draws out her forces on the green, 

And marches to invade the queen, _—_— ES 1787 
The river Truth the hofts withſtood, - r ent 
And roll'd her formidable flood: 3 un 5h 1 
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They all retir'd with haſte extreme, 


She forms a bridge, and joins the ſhores. 
When military proweſs fails: 

And vict'ry follows cloſe behind. 

; But Flatt'ry threw a poiſon*d dart, 
And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 
The virtues all around were ſeen 


To fall in heaps about the queen. 
The tyrant ftripp'd the mangled fair, 


- Claim'd the queen's titles as her own. 


But judge my griefs, and ſhare them too, 
For the ſad tale pertains to you; 8 


When the ſad ſcene of pride and guile 


The virtue, Fortitude, appears 
In open day at Ligonier's; 
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Her current ſtrong, and deep, and clear, 
No fords were found, no ferries near. 
But as the troops approach'd the waves, 
Their fears ſuggeſt a thouſand graves; 


And ſhudder'd at the dang' rous ſtream. 
Hypocriſy the gulph explores; 


Thus often art or fraud prevails, 
The troops an eaſy paſſage find, 


Friendſhip with ardour charg'd her foes, 
And now the fight promiſcuous grows; 


She wore her ſpoils, aſſum'd her air; 
And mounting next the ſuff'rer's throne, 


Ah, injur'd maid !? aloud I cry'd. 
© Ah, injur'd maid l' the rocks reply'd. 


Judge, reader, how ſevere the wound, 
When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found; 


Was Britain's poor degen'rate iſle! 

The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 
Haply ſurviv'd the general fate, 
Juſtice to Powis Houſe is fled, | 
And Yorke ſuſtains her radiant head. 
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Iluſtrious heroine of the ey, © 1 

Who leads to vanquith or to die! 

NTwas ſhe our vet'rans breaſts inſpir'd, 

When Belgia's faithleſs ſons retir'd: 

For Tournay's treach'rous tow'rs. can n telt 1 

Britannia's children greatly fell. 
No partial virtue of the n! 1 1 Ih 

She rous'd the lions of the main: 

Hence Vernon's * little fleet ſucceeds, 

And hence the gen'rous Cornwall 4 bleeds. 

Hence Grenville f glorious !—for the {mild 

On the young hero from'a Child. OD 

Tho' in high life ſuch virtues dwell, | 

They'll ſuit plebeian breaſts as well. 

Say, that the mighty and the great 

Blaze, like meridian ſuns of fate ; * 

Effulgent excellence diſplay, 8 

Like Hallifax, in floods of day; 

Our leſſer orbs may pour their light, 

Like the mild creſcent of the night. | 

Tho? pale our beams, and ſmall our ſphere, 

Still we may ſhine ſerene and clear. | | 

Gave to the judge the ſcarlet gown, 33 

To martial ſouls the civick crown: 

What then? Is merit their's alone? 

Have we no worth to call our own ? > 

Shall we not vindicate our part, 

In the firm breaſt and upright heart ? 

Reader, theſe virtues may be thine, 

Tho' in ſuperior life they ſhine. 

I can't diſcharge great Hardwicke's truſt— 3 

True -C but 8 _ may ſtill dende L PERL 358 

Ot e enen et [ 
* At Porto Bello. 514 o Lo i ee 10D þ e 
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Ard & tho*-I.can't the ſtate defend, 


I'II draw the ſword to ſerve e 


Two golden virtues are behind, 
Of equal import to the mind; 
Prudence, to point out Wiſdom's way, 
Or to reclaim us when we ſtray; , 
'Temp'rance, to guard the youthful heart, 
When Vice and Folly throw the dart: 
Each virtue, let the world agree, 
Daily reſides with you and me. | 
And when our ſouls in friendſhip; join, 


We'll deem the ſocial bond divine; 


Thro? ev' ry ſcene maintain our truſt, 
Nor e'er be timid or unjuſt. 


That breaſt, where Honour builds his throne, : 


That breaſt, which Virtue calls her own, 
Nor Int'reſt warps, nor Fear appals, 


When Danger frowns, or Lucre calls. 


No! the true friend collected ſtands, 


Fearleſs his heart, and pure his hands: 
Leet Int'reſt plead, let ftorms ariſe, 


He dares be honeſt, tho? he dies! 


INSCRIBED 10 1188 voy, i; 
VIS 1 O N VII. 


AI REST, this nila is thy Joes: 
I form'd th' inſtructive plan for you. 


| Stight not the rules of thoughtful age, 


Your welfare actuates ev*ry page; 


But ponder well my ſacred theme, 
And tremble, while you read my dream. 
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| Thoſe awful words, © Till death do part,” 
May well alarm the youthful heart: 
No after-thought, when once a wife, 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life; 6% 03 
| Yet thouſands venture ev'ry day, 15 oh 
| As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 
Eo Pert Silvia talks of wedlock ſcenes, 
| | Tho? hardly enter'd on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears 
| The ſugar'd fpeech with raptur'd ears; 
Impatient of a parent's rule, 
She leaves her fire, and weds a fool. 
Want enters at the guardleſs door, 
And Love is fled, to come no more. 
Some few there are of ſordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold; 
Careleſs with what or whom they mate, 
Their ruling paſſion's all for ſtate. 
But Hymen, gen'rous, juſt, and kind, 
Abhors the mercenary mind : 
Such rebels groan beneath his rod, 
For Hymen's a vindictive god | 
Be joyleſs ev'ry night,” he ſaid ; 
And barren be their nuptial bed !? 
85 Attend, my fair, to Wiſdom's voice; | 
A better fate ſhall crown thy choice. 
A married life, to ſpeak the beſt, 
Is all a lottery confeſs'd: ; 
Yet if my fair-one will be wiſe, 
J will inſure my girl a prize; 
Tho' not a prize to match thy worth, 
Perhaps thy equal's not on earth! 
. *Tis an important point, to know 
| There's no perfection here below. 
Man's an odd compound, after all, 
N And ever has been fince the fall. as 
| — — ee n | Says 
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Say, that he loves you from his ſoul, = 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul ; 


And tho? a ſlave in love's ſoft ſchool, 

In wedlock claims his right to rule. 

The beſt, in ſhort, has faults about him; 
If few thoſe faults, you muſt not flout him, 
With ſome, indeed, you can't diſpenſe, 


As want of temper and of ſenſe: 


For when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 


And the dull winter evenings riſe, 
Then for a huſband's ſocial pow'r, 
To form the calm, converſive hour 3 


The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 
From that rich mine to draw the ore; 


Fondly each gen'rous thought reſine, 


And give thy native gold to ſhine; 
Shew thee, as really thou art, 
Tho? fair, yet fairer ſtill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid; 
When in thy cheek the roſes die, 


And ſickneſs clouds that brilliant eye: 


Say, when or age or pains invade, 


And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid ; 3 


b If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 


Shall not his tranſient paſſion cool! 


And when thy health and beauty end, 
Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend! 
But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 


E'en then thou lovely ſhalt appear; 


He'll ſhare the griefs that wound thy heart, 
And weeping, claim the larger part: 


Tho? age impairs that beauteous face, 
He'll prize the pearl beyond it's caſe, 
In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 


F riendſtüp 1 is only then compleat. 


2 1 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


c Bleſs'd ſtate ! where ſouls each other draw; 
© Where love is liberty and law!“ | 
The choiceſt bleſſing found below, 
That man can wiſh, or Heav'n beſtow } 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 
For lovely Chloe once was mine} 
Nor fear the varniſh of my ſtyle ; 
Tho' poet, I'm eſtrang'd to guile. 
Ah, me! my faithful lips impart 
The genuine language of my heart! 
When bards extol their patrons high, 
Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lye; 
Perhaps the poor reward of bread— 
But who burns incenſe to the dead! 
He, whom a fond affection draws, 
| Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe z 
_ Whoſe ſoul is upright and ſincere, 
With nought to wiſh, and nought to fear, 
Now to my viſionary ſcheme 
Attend, and profit by my dream. 
Amidſt the ſlumbers of the night, 
A ſtately temple roſe to ſight; 
And ancient as the human race, 
If Nature's purpoſes you trace: 
This fane by all the wiſe rever'd, 
To wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd. 
Hard by I faw a graceful ſage, 
His locks were froſted o'er by age; 
His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 
And wiſdom dignify'd his mien. 
With curious ſearch his name I ſought, 
And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite— Thought. 
Apace the giddy crowds advance, 
And a lewd ſatyr led the dance. 
I griev'd to ſee whole thouſands run, 
F or, oh! what thouſands were undone! 
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The ſage when theſe mad troops he ſpy'd, 

In pity flew to join their fide: 

The diſconcerted pairs began 

To rail againſt him to a man; 

Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 

Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 
But mark the ſequel——for this truth 

Highly concerns impetuous youth. 

Long ere the honey-moon could Wane, 

Perdition ſeiz'd on ev'ry twain 

At ev'ry houſe, and all day bus. 

Repentance ply'd her ſcorpion thong : 

Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 

: And ev'ry wayward child of Spleen. * 
FHymen approach'd his awful fane, 

Attended by a numerous train, 

Love, with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 

Was firſt in favour and in place : 

Then came the god with ſolemn gait, 

Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate; 

His hand a flaming taper bore, 1 AR 1 

That ſacred ſymbol, fam'd of yore. 1 

Virtue, adorn'd with ey'ry charm, | il 

| Suſtain'd the god's incumbent arm; 

Beauty improv'd the glowing ſcene 

With all the roſes of eighteen : 

Youth led the gaily ſmiling fair, 

His purple pinions wav'd in air; 

Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd hobbling * 

With vultyre-claw and eagle- eye, | 

Who threeſcore years had ſeen, or more, | / 

(Tis ſaid his coat had ſeen a ſcore; ) 

Proud was the wretch, tho' clad in rags, _ 

Preſuming much upon his bags. | 

A female next her arts diſplay'd, 

Poets alone can paint the maid ; 


„ e Truſt 
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Truft me, Hogarth, (tho' great thy fame) 
*T would poſe thy {kill to draw the ſame 


And yet thy mimick pow'r is more 


Than ever painter's was before, 


Now ihe was fair as Cygnet's down, 


Now as Mat Prior's Emma, brown 


And changing as the changing flow'r, 
Her dreſs ſhe varied ev'ry hour. 


?Twas Fancy, child !—you know the fair= _ 
Who pins your gown, and ſets your hair. 


Lo! the god mounts his throne of flate, 


And fits the arbiter of fate: 
His head with radiant glories drefs'd, 


Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breaft, 
Love took his ſtation on the right; 


His quiver beam'd with golden light: 


Beauty uſurp'd the ſecond place, 


Ambitious of diſtinguiſh'd grace; 
She claim'd this ceremonial joy, 
Becauſe related to the boy ; 


(Said it was her's to point his dart, 


And ſpeed it's paſſage to the heart) 


While on the god's inferior hand 


Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ſtand, 


And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 
And now a thouſand heart-ſtrings bleed, 


I ſaw a blooming, trembling bride, 


A toothleſs lover join'd her fide; 
Averſe ſhe turn'd her weeping face, 


And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace, 


But various baits their force impart ; 


Thus titles lie at Celia's heart. 


A paſſion much too foul to name, 
Coſts ſupercilious prudes their fame: 
Prudes wed to publicans and ſinners, 


The hungry poet weds for dinners. 


The 
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The god, with frown- indignant, view'd 

The rabble, covetous or lewd ; 

By ev'ry vice his altar ſtain'd, 

By ev'ry fool his rites prophan'd : 

When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 

Affirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd; 

Drew up in form his heavy charge, 
Deſiring to be heard at large. 

The god conſents, the throng divide, 
The young eſpous'd the plaintiff's fide ; 
'The old declar'd for the defendant, 

For age is money's ſworn attendant. 

Love faid, that wedlock was deſign'd 

By gracious Heay'n to match the mind; 
To pair the tender and the juſt, 
And his the delegated truſt: 
That Wealth had play'd a'knaviſh part, 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart. 
But what avails the faithleſs voice? 
The injur'd heart diſdains the choice. 

Wealth ſtraight reply'd, that Love was blind, 
And talk'd at random of the mind: 

That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts, 
And all th' artillery of darts, 

Were long ago exploded fancies, 

And laugh'd at, even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtyle love a treat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat: 

And love might be delicious fare, 

Could we, like poets, live on air. 

But grant that angels feaſt on love, 
(Thoſe purer eſſences above) 

Vet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 

Preferr'd a more ſubſtantial food. 

Thus while with gibes he dreſs'd kis cauſe, 

His grey admirers hemm'd applauſe. 


With 
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With feeming conqueſt pert and proud, 


Wealth ſhook his ſides, and chuckled loud; 


When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 


And fond to favour Love beide, 

Qp'ning the miſer's tape-ty'd veſt, 
Diſclos'd the cares which ſtung his breaſt : 
Wealth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, 


And a deep crimſon fluſh'd his face, 


Love ſweetly ſimper'd at the fight ; 
His gay adherents laugh'd outright. 


The god, tho' grave his temper, ſmil'd, 
For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 


But he who triumphs o'er his brother, 


In turn is laugh'd at by another. 


Such cruel ſcores we often find 


Repaid the criminal in kind : 


For Poverty, that ſamiſh'd fiend! 


Ambitious of & wealthy friend, 

Advanc'd into the miſer's place, 

And ftar'd the ſtripling in the face; 
Whoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay; 


I thought the chit would ſwoon away. 


The god was ſtudious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquiſh'd boy; 


And therefore iſſu'd his decree, 


That the two parties ſtraight agree : 


When both obey'd the god's commands, 
And Love and Riches join'd their hands. 


K 


What wond'rous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, fair, ſurpaſſes thought, 


If Love had many charms before, 


He now had charms ten thouſand more: - 
If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 
They now were dead, or lull'd to reſt. 

Beauty, that vain, affected thing, 
Who join'd the hymeneal ring, 


I” > App en 
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Approach'd with round unthinking face, 

And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe. 

She faid that Love's complaints, ns 

ExaQtly tally'd with her own; | 

That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts, 

And robb'd her of a thouſand hearts 

Deſiring judgment againſt Wealth, 

For falſhood, perjury, and ſtealth ; 

All which ſhe could on oath depoſe, 

And hop'd the court would ſlit his noſe. 

But Hymen, when he heard her name, 

Call'd her an interloping dame; 

Look'd thro? the crowd with angry ſtate, 

And blam'd the porter at the gate, 

For giving entrance to the fair, 

When ſhe was no eſſential there. 

TL0o ſink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
He order'd F ancy to preſide. 

Hence, when debates on beauty riſe, 
And each bright fair diſputes the prize, 

To Fancy's court we ſtraight apply, 

And wait the ſentenee of her eye; 

In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſeals, 

And her awards preclude appeals. 


LIFE. 
VISION VII. 
. | Oy T not the young my precepts ſhun ; 
Who ſlight good counſels are undone, 


Your poet ſung of love*s delights, 
Of halcyon days and joyous nights; 


To the gay fancy lovely themes; 


— fain I'd hope they're more than dreams. 
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But, if you pleaſe, before we part, 
Pd ſpeak a language to your heart. 
We'll talk of Life, tho? much I fear 
Th' ungrateful tale will wound your ear. 
' You raiſe your ſanguine thoughts too high, 
And hardly know the reaſon why :- 
But ſay Life's tree bears golden fruit, 
Some canker ſhall corrode the root; 
Some unexpected ſtorm ſhall riſe; 
Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling ſkies ; 
And (if experienc'd truths avail) 
All your autumnal hopes ſhall fail. 
But, poet, whence ſuch wide extremes ? 
7 Well may you ſtyle your labours dreams. 
A ſon of ſorrow thou, I ween, 
© Whoſe Viſions are the brats of hes. 
* I bliſs a vague, unmeaning name ?— 
© Speak then the paſſiens uſe or aim : 
© Why rage deſires without controul, 
© And rouze ſuch. whirlwinds in the ſoul ? 
Why Hope ere&s her tow'ring creſt, 
And laughs, and riots in the breaſt ? 
Think not, my weaker brain turns round; 
Think not, I tread on fairy ground; 
© Think not, your pulſe alone beats true— 
Mine makes as healthful muſick too. 
Our joys, when Life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 
Put forth their early, buds apace,. 
See the bloom loads the tender ſhoot, 
The bloom conceals the future fruit. 
Yes, manhood's warm meridian fun” 
Shall ripen what in ſpring begun. 
Thus infant roſes, ere they blow, 
© In germinating cluſters grow ; 
And only wait the ſummer's ray, 
To burſt and bloſſom to the day. 
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What ſaid the gay, unthinking boy !— 


Methought Hilario talk'd of joy! 
Tell, if thou canſt, whence joys ariſe, 
Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize. 
You'll find (and truſt ſuperior years) 
The vale of life a vale of tears. 
Could wiſdom teach, where joys abound, 
Or riches purchaſe them, when found, 
Would ſcepter'd Solomon complain, 
That all was fleeting, falſe, and vain; . 
Yet ſcepter'd Solomon could ſay, 
| Returning clouds obſcur'd his day. 


"Thoſe maxims which the preacher drew, 


© The royal ſage experienc'd true. 
He knew the various ills that wait 
Our infant and meridian ſtate 


That toys our earlieſt thoughts engage, Wo 


And diffrent toys maturer age; 
That grief at ev*ry ſtage appears, 
But diffrent griefs at diff' rent years; 
That vanity is ſeen, in part, . 
Inſerib'd on ev'ry human heart; 

In the child's breaſt the ſpark began, 


Grows with his growth, and glares in man. 


But when in life we journey late, 
If follies die, do griefs abate? 
Ah! what is life at fourſcore years 


: One dark, rough road, of fighs, groans, pains, and tears?! 


Perhaps youll think I a& the ſame 
As a ſly ſharper plays his game: 
You triumph ev'ry deal that's paſt, 
He's ſure to triumph at the laſt; 
Who often wins ſome thouſands more 

Than twice the ſums you won before, 
But I'm a loſer, with the reſt ; | 

For life i is all a deal, at beſt; 

* 
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| Where not the prize of wealth or fame, = 
Repays the trouble of the game : 
| | (A truth no winner e'er deny'd, 
| An hour before that winner dy'd.) 
Not that with me theſe prizes ſhine, 
For neither fame nor wealth are mine. 

My cards !—a weak plebeian band, 
With ſcarce an honour in my hand. 

And fince my trumps are very few, 
What have I more to boaſt than you ? 
Nor am I gainer by your fall; 

That harlot, Fortune, bubbles all! 

Tiis truth, (receive it ill or well) 

»Tis melancholy truth I tell. 

Why ſhould the preacher take your pence, 

And ſmother truth to flatter ſenſe ? 
I'm ſure phyſicians have no merit, 
Who kill, thro” lenity of ſpirit. 

That life's a game, divines confeſs; 

This ſays at cards, and that at cheſs : 

But if our views be center'd here, 

*'Tis all a loſing game, I fear. 

Sailors, you know, when wars obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels croud the main, 

If they diſcover from afar 
A bark as diſtant as a ſtar, 

Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 

To learn it's celours, ſtrength, and ſize; 

And when this ſecret once they know, 

Make ready to receive the foe. 

Let you and I from failors learn 

Important truths of like concern. 

I clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 941225 
With reading, till the time of bel; . 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, WIT 
Again diſplay'd her magick pow'r; 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY: 
{For know, that Fancy, like a ſprite, 
Prefers the filent ſcenes of night.) 
She lodg'd me in a neighb'fing wood, 


No matter where the thicket ſtood ; 
The Genius of the place was nigh, 


And held two pictures to my eye. 


The curious painter had portray'd 


Life in each juſt and genuine ſhade, 


They, who have only known it's dawn, 


May think theſe lines too deeply drawn; 
But riper years, I fear, will ſhew ß? 
The wiſer artiſts paint too true. 


One piece preſents a rueful wild, 


Where not a ſummer's ſun had ſmil'd: 
The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 


And Grief ſits weeping by the ſide; 
Her tears with conſtant tenor flow, 
And form a mournful lake below; 
Whoſe ſilent waters, dark and deep, 
Thro' all the gloomy valley creep. 
Paſſions that flatter, or that lay, 


Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 


Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape ; 


There Folly perſonates the ape: 
Here Av'rice gripes with harpies claws z 
There Malice grins with tiger's jawsz 


While ſons of miſchief, art and guile, 
Are alligators of the Nile. 
E'en Pleaſure acts a treach'rous part, 


She charms the ſenſe, but ſtings the heart. 


And when ſhe gulls us of our wealth, 
Or that ſuperior pearl, our health; 
Reſtores us nought but pains and woe, 


; And drowns us in the lake below. 


There a commiſſion'd angel ſtands, 


| With deſolation in his hands! 


2 U 2 


He 
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He ſends the all-devouring flame, 
And cities hardly boaſt a name: 

Or wings the peſtilential blaſt, _ 

And lo ! ten thouſands breathe their laſt. 
He ſpeaks—obedient tempeſts roar, 

And guilty nations are no more: 

He ſpeaks—the fury, Diſcord, raves, 
And ſweeps whole armies to their graves: 
Or Famane lifts her mildew'd hand, | 

And hunger howls thro? all the land. 

© Oh! what a wretch is man!” I cry'd; 

« Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide! 

And ſure as born, to be undone __ 

By evils which he cannot ſhun ! 

© Beſides a thouſand baits to fin, 

A thouſand traitors lodg'd within! 

© For ſoon as Vice aſſaults the heart, 

© The rebels take the dzmon's part.” 

I figh, my aching boſom bleeds ; 
When ftraight the milder plan ſucceeds : 

The lake of tears, the dreary ſhore, 

The ſame as in the piece before. 

But gleams of light are here diſplay'd, 

To chear the eye and gild the ſhade : 

Affliction ſpeaks a ſofter ſtyle, 

And Diſappointment wears a ſmile, 

A group of virtues bloſſom near; 

Their roots improve by ev'ry tear. 
Here Patience, gentle maid ! is nigh, 
To calm the ſtorm, and wipe the eye; 

Hope acts the kind phyſician's part, 

And warms the ſolitary heart: 

Religion nobler comfort brings, nn 

Diſarms our griefs, or blunts their ſtings; 

Points out the balance on the whole, 

And Heav'n rewards the ſtruggling ſoyl. 


But 
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But while theſe e I purſue, 
The Genius ſuddenly withdrew. 


5 1 1 TK. 


VISION Taz LAST, 
8 S thought my viſions are too grave * : 


A proof I'm no deſigning kuave, 

Perhaps if int'reſt held the ſcales, 
I had devis'd quite diff rent tales; 
Had join'd the laughing, low buffoon, 
And ſcribbled ſatire and lampoon; 
Or ſtirr'd each ſource of ſoft defire, 

And fann'd the coals of wanton fire: 
Then had my paltry viſions ſold, 
Yes, all my dreams had turn'd to gold; 
Had prov'd the darlings of the town, 
And I—a poet of renown! 

Let not my awful theme ſurprize; ; 

Let no unmanly fears ariſe. 
I wear no melancholy hue, 
No wreaths of cypreſs or of yew. 


The ſhroud, the coffin, pall, or hearſe, 


Shall ne'er deform my ſofter verſe. 
Let me conſign the fun'ral plume, 
The herald's paint, the ſculptur'd tomb, 


And all the ſolemn farce of graves, 


To undertakers and their ſlaves. 

You know, that moral writers ſay, 
The world's a ſtage, and life a play: 
'That in this drama to ſucceed, 


Requires much thought and toil, indeed | 


*® See the Monthly Review of new books, for February 1757. 
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| There {till remains one labour more, | 
Perhaps a greater than before. 

Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 

The harder taſk is ſtill behind: | 

'That harder taſk, to quit the ſtage 

In early youth, or riper age; 

To leave the company and place, 

With firmneſs, dignity, and grace. 

Come, then, the cloſing ſcenes ſ urvey, 

Tis the laſt act which crowns the play. 
Do well this grand deciſive part, 

And gain the plaudit of your heart. 
Few greatly live in Wiſdom's eye | 

But, oh! howWew, who greatly die! 
Who, when their days approach an end, 
Can meet the foe, as friend meets friend. _— 
IInſtructive heroes! tell us whence 

Your noble ſcorn of fleſh and ſenſe ! 
You part from all we prize ſo dear, 
Nor drop one ſoft, reluctant tear: 
Part from thoſe tender joys of life, 
The friend, the parent, child, and wife, 
Death's black and ſtormy gulph you brave, 
And ride exulting on the wave; 
Deem thrones but trifles all no more 
Nor ſend one wiſhful look to ſhore. 

For foreign ports, and lands unknown, 
Thus the firm ſailor leaves his own; 
Obedient to the riſing gale, 

Unmoors his bark, and ſpreads his fail ; 
Deſies the ocean, and the wind, 
Nor mourns the joys he leaves behind. 
Is Death-a pow'rful monarch ? True— 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too! 
Fear, like a fog, precludes the light, 
Or ſwells the object to the fight, 
| | Attend 
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Attend my viſionary page, 
And [11 diſarm the tyrant's rage. 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appear, 
He's not fo terrible when near. 
_ Diſtance deludes th' unwary eye, 
So clouds ſeem monſters in the ſky: 
Hold frequent converſe with him now, 
He'll daily wear a milder brow. be 
Why is my theme with terror fraught? | 
Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought, 
Say, when the captive pard is nigh, 
Whence thy pale cheek and frighted eye! 
Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breaſt, 
When the grim lion ſhakes his creſt! = 
Becauſe theſe ſavage ſights are new; 
No keeper ſhudders at the view: 
Keepers, accuſtom'd to the ſcene, 
Approach the dens with look ſerene; TOY 
Fearleſs their griſly charge explore, 
And ſmile to hear the tyrants roar. 
© Aye—but to die! to bid adieu! 
© An everlaſting farewel too! 
* Farewel to ev'ry joy around! 
© Oh! the heart ſickens at the ſound.? 
Stay, ſtrippling- thou art poorly taught. 
Joy, didſt thou ſay? diſcard the thought. 
Joys are a rich celeſtial fruit, 
And ſcorn a ſublunary root: 
What wears the face of joy below, 
Is often found but ſplendid woe. 
Joys here, lie unſubſtantial fame, 
Are nothings with a pompous name; 
Or elſe, like comets in the ſphere, 
Shine with deſtruction in their rear. 
Paſſions, like clouds, obſcure the ſight, 


Hence mortals ſeldom judge aright. 
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The world's a harſh unfruitful foil, 2 3 
Yet ftill we hope, and ſtill we toll 
Deceive ourſelves, with wond'rous art, 4 JS 
And diſappointment wrings the heart, 
Thus when a miſt collects around, 
And hovers o'er a barren ground, 
The poor deluded trav'ler ſpies 
Imagin'd trees and ſtructures riſe. "i 
But when the ſhrouded ſan is clear, 
The deſart and the rocks apper. 
Ah-but when youthful blood runs s high, | 
Sure tis a dreadful thing to die! 1 
To die! and what exalts the 8 ; 7 * 
I'm told, that man ſurvives the tomb! 
© O! can the learned prelate find SEE] 
- © What future ſcenes await the mind! | 
© Where wings the ſoul, diſtodg'd from clay „3 
Some courteous angel point the way! Eb GO 
© That unknown ſomewhere in the ſkies, | 
© Say, where that unknown ſomewhere lis; 


© And kindly prove, when life is oer. 
That pains and ſorrows are no ys: ET IT Te: 
© For doubtleſs dying is a curſe, cee 
© If preſent ills be chang'd ren 111 ö 
Huſh, my young friend, forego the theme, $4 
And liſten to your poet's dream, oO 


Ere while I took an ev 'ning walk, 
Honorio join'd in ſocial tal. 
Along the lawns the zephyrs ſweep, 
Each ruder wind was lull'd aſleep. + © - 
The ſky, all beauteons to behold; . 
Was ſtreak'd with azure, green, and bold; &1 | 


But tho? ſerenely ſoft and fa, ö 1 TY 
Fever hung brooding in the ain 
Then ſettled on Honorio's . e 2 
Ow ranks at he ful gue, i £4 
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No drugs the kindly wiſh fulfil, 


"Diſeaſe eludes the doctor's fill: 

The poiſon ſpreads through all the frame, 
Ferments, and kindles into flame. 

From fide to fide Honorio turns, 


And now with thirſt inſatiate burns: 
His eyes reſign their wonted grace, 
Thoſe friendly lamps expire apace? 
The brain's an uſeleſs orgar grown, - 
And Reaſon tumbled from his throne. - 


But while the purple ſurges glow;' 
The currents thicken as they flow: 


The blood in ev'ry diſtant part, 
Stagnates and diſappoints the heart; 
Defrauded of it's crimſon ſtore, 


The vital engine plays no more. 
Honorio dead, the fun'ral bel! 


Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewel. 


I join'd the melancholy bier, 


And dropp'd the unavailing tear. 


The clock ſtruck twelve when nature ſought - 


| Repoſe from all the pangs of thought; 


And while my limbs were ſunk to reſt, 
A viſion ſooth'd my troubled breaſt. 0 
I dream'd the ſpectre, Death, appear d! 


I ͤdream'd his hollow voice I heard ! 


Methought th' imperial tyrant wore 
A ſtate no prince aſſum'd before: 
All nature fetch'd a gen'ral groan, 


And lay expiring round his throne. 


I gaz'd—wnen ſtraight aroſe to fight, 


The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 


He ſhuffled with unequal pace. 
And conſcious ſhame deform'd his face, 


With jealous leer he ſquinted round, | 
Or fix'd his eyes upon the ground. 5 
7 : 2 XR From 
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Gave fierceneſs to the tynanFs;eye, rr 
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From hell this frightful monſter e en eg 3" 


Sin was his fire, and Guilt his name. 
This fury, with offigious care, 2 a =_— ? 2 Ti 4 


| Waited around the ſoy'reign's . arid ing 27 nt 


In robes of terrors dreſs/&:-the king. 5 51 = 1 
And arm'd him with a baheful ſting:: (( won al, 


And hung the ſword upon his ſthigh z)) 


Diſeaſes next, a hideous crowd | 116-4666 2 


2 


Proclaim'd their maſter's ainpire 2 0 ant goizo bod. 


And, all obe.lient to:las, will, 4 $417 t 1 0 


N Flew! in commiſſion'd; troops ae nt ern 41 


A rifing whirlwind . 25 ni bond e 


And lightning ne eee Eus Z : 


The monarch and his train prepare 25 de een 1 
* 


To range the foul tempel eiue terte of] 
Straight to his e e £25b vizogot?! 


Two pinions of enormous:Gze e! we wes bite. 
Methought I ſaw the hafily Axe Alem S013 b*nict 2 


Stretch his black wingsa.2nq mtiunt mo ts bn 4 


When Fancy? s airy horn :firodegur7 2 oft 21001, ol 
And join'd the army on the road- lis A l $31044.Z 


As the grim conq;ror . mil yer lid af 
He ſcatter'd terror and diſmay d eee 


N Thouſands a penſwe:aſpedhiyrorges: nc! 53 math I 
Thouſands who ſneet'd at dłathcbeformme - 
| Life” s records riſe on ev/ry:hde; lars m : 10h 


| And Conſcience ſpreads thaſe udlumes —_ 90 2110 


Which faithful regiſters were hraugnglt ity tier VL 


9 


By pale-ey'd Fear and huſy Thought, - 9 ¹ ige yel Lo? 
Thoſe faults whjeh Artfol⸗men gonceal,: 1 4 


Stand here engrav'd wich pen of ſteealdl, a0 


By Conſcience, that impartiak feribe 1 | 644 051141 968 
Whoſe honeſt palm diſdains a bribe 2/1 8 11 I 5 bi” 
Their actions all like eriticks vier: 17 
And all like faithful caigicke Wo:. 25/2 174 „ 
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As Guilt had ſtain'd life's various ſtage, 
What tears of blood bedew'd the page | 
All ſhudder'd at the black account, | 3 a 
And ſcarce believ'd che vaſt amount! c | 
All vow'd a ſudden change of heart, 
Would Death relent, and ſheathe his dart. | 
But, when the awful foe withdrew,” - 
All to their follies fled-anew. 0 NS 

So when a wolf, who ſcours at large, 
Springs on the ſhepherd's fleecy charge, 
The flock in wild diſorder fly, | | | 
And caſt behind a frequent eye; | * 2 
But when the victim's borne away, 25 
They ruſh to paſture and to play. 

Indulge my dream, and let my pen 
Paint thoſe unmeaning creatures, men. 

Carus, with pain and ſickneſs worn, 
Chides the ſlow night, and ſighs for morn, 
Soon as he views the eaſtern ray, 
He mourns the quick return of day'z 
| Hourly laments protracted breath; 

And courts the healing hand of Death. 
Verres, oppreſs'd with guilt and ſhame, 
Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and fame, - 
Pines for his dark ſepulchral bed, 
To mingle with th' unheeded dead. 

With fourſcore years grey Natho bends, 
A burden to himſelf and friends 
And with impatience ſeems to wait 
The friendly hand of ling'ring Fate. 
So hirelings wiſh their labour done, 
And often eye the weſtern ſun. 

The monarch hears their various grief, 

Deſcends, and brings the wiſh'd relief. 
On Death, with wild ſurprize they ſtar d, 
All ſeem'd averſe ! all unprepar'd ! Ee Eb 
PT 2X2 As 


Turn the keen ſhaft of Death aſid es, 
When would the brave Auguſtus join 


* Referring to the death el his late Rop 
Wales. 
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As torrents ſweepiuith rapid forte 
The grave's pale — A Hog vi 
No human pow'r canzerwithſtand. 


Or ſhun the conqueſts-af his hand. 


Oh! could the prince of- upright wind, N Nena. 
And, as a guardian angel, kind. „ 26.3 ue ent Ho] 
With ev'ry heart: felt worth; beſide, eg 


But Death maintains no ede S tre N 
He mocks a ſultan, or a cͤaun r 


He lays his iron hand on all- nt; eee 
Ves, kings, and ſons of kings, mak fall? Bb 92157 
A truth Britannia, lately felt. 


Would Granville own this common ſoo: 


£ 
For greater talents ne'er were known | HY A 
To grace the fav'rite of a throne, 0 nn 09 


Could genius ſave wit, learning, fire -- 


Tell me, would Cheſterſield expire! 1 i elle r 


Jay, would his glorious ſun decli nag 


And ſet like your pale ſtar or mine??? 


Could ev'ry virtue of the ſry— i it i ee 
Would Herring t, Butler f, Secker fl, die?! 
Why this addreſs to peerage all- 1 


Untitled Allen's virtues call! Ani ung 1517 
If Allen's worth demands a place, 


Lords, with your leave, tis no diſgrace. = dt 82 2 
Tho' high your Wee A its 
Know, Virtue, too, ennobles ſoul s. 


Ain n 781415 28 i 
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al Highneſs Frederick * of 


F Archbiſhop of Canterbury. In ei Une er 
2 Late Biſhop of W ³˙·—Am 24! DU gots . 
4 Biſhop Lan... — 
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By 15 that private man's r own'd "ls 

Who pours a thoufand dleings round. 

While Allen takes Affliction's part, 

And draws out all his gen'rous hentt; 

Anxious to ſeize the fleeting dar,, 

Teſt unimprov'd it ſteals away: 9 

While thus he walks, With jealous fitife, - 

Thro' goodneſs, as he walks thro* life, 

Shall not I mark his radiantpath 1 © 

\ Riſe, Muſe, and ſing the Man bf Bark ! $i 

Publiſh abroad, could Goodneſs fave, | 

Allen would diſappoint the grave; 

Tranſlated to the heav'nly ſhore, 

Like Enoch, when his walk was oer. 
Nor Beauty's pow'rful pleas reſtrain— 

Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain; 

For women pierce with ſhrieks the air, 

Smite their bare breafts, and rend their hair; 

All have a doleful tale to tell, | 

| How friends, ſons, daughters, huſbands fel!“ 

Alas! is life our fav'rite theme— -- 

Tis all a vain or painful dream: 

A dream which fools or cowards prize, 

But ſlighted by the brave or wiſe. | | 

| Who lives, for others ills muſt groan, 

Or bleed for ſorrows of his own; 

Muſt journey on with weeping eye, 

Then pant, ſink, agonize, and die. 

And ſhall a man arraign the ſkies, 

'© Becauſe man lives, and mourns, and dies?“ 

© [mpatient reptile !' Reaſon cry d; ao 

© Arraign thy paſſion and thy pride: 

© Retire, and commune with thy heart ; 


| .* Al, whence thou cam'ſt, and what thou art! ok 


Explore thy body and thy mind, 
7 Thy ſtation too, why here afgn'd. n 
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The ſearch ſhall teach thee life Apries... 
And make thee grateful, good and Ne. 
Why do you roam tg foreign dlimes -/ -11YY 
To ſtudy nations, modes, and ie wt tn 
A ſcience often de bought, aff; 4) jap 85 
And often what avails you n 2. „ 
Go, man, and act a wiſer part. 
" the ſcience of your Mr ie Gt TD 
* This home philoſophy, you know 5... . j-- i 
Was priz'd ſome thouſand years age“. 4 1 
Then why abroad a frequent gueſt! - , -, +, 
© Why ſuch a ſtranger, to your breaſt! 58 


Why turn ſo many volumes o'er,. | 


E 
0. 
* 
c 

C 

c 


* 


« His body from the duſt began; 


c 


„ A A N * 


K 


Till Dodſley can ſupply no more! 
Not all the volumes on thy ſhelf, ET 9”, 
Are worth that ſingle volume, „ 4 ors nag nM 
For who this ſacred book declines, VP 
Howe'er in other arts he ſhines 3 
Tho? ſmit with Pindar's noble rage. 
Or vers'd in Tully's manly page: 
Tho? deeply read in Plato's ſchool ; 

With all his knowledge i is a fool. 

© Proclaim the truth Say, what i Is, man; ? 


. 
* * 
* - * * , 4 0 
; a O 
* 89 — 


A 


And when a few ſhort years are ober, 

The crumbling fabrick is no more. 2 
But whence the ſoul From Heay' n it came ! 
O, prize this intellectual flame! 

This nobler ſelf with rapture ſcan; 

Tis mind alone which makes the man. 
Truſt me, there's not a joy on earth, * 

But from the ſoul derives, it's birth. 
Aſk the young rake, (he'll anſwer right) 
Who treats by day, and drinks by night, 


* © Know thyſelf,” a celebrated bine of TH, & one e of the Seven Wiſe | 


Men of Greece, 


» 


c © What | 


” 


N 


+ Pleas d with that frſt. and ſ doe reign cauſ , f 
* Pleas'd with unerring Wiſdom's laws; ay ene ! = 
18 7 Sorare; 


The charms of beauty too ge.» 921 . 


Or cold and taſteleſs eviry prace, 1 0 + I 
What! muſt the-pabher pow 's hs TE : | | 
To raiſe and ſwell'the joys of ſenſe? © 28 - | 
Know, too, the jays af ſenſe controul, e hy 


Damp and impair-her native fire; 


Inglorious bondage to the inind, (pris ĩͤ | } 


Her wealth: lies deep nd far from vie. 


* built her FR vor Af i doit Hofe | W | 
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What makes is entertzinments Thins, oO» 
What gives the reliſh to his wine Mt 
He'll tell the, (if he ſcorns the beat) 8 
That ſocial pleaſures form the feaſt-. Lal a "= : 


Unleſs the ſoul exalts the: joy. SIE: Ja ARTE + : 
The mind muſt animatethe face, ROTORS or we 


And clog the motians:of the ſoul's N fr 12 5 g 
Forbid her pinions:to aſpire, F At. | | 


And ſure as ſenſe (that tyrant*!)- 1 1 7%, 
She holds the empreſs, Soul, in chain. 


Heav'n-born, ſublime; and 'unconfin'd 1 | | 0 
She's independent, fair; and great. 1 
And juſtly claims a large eſtatee?!!: 4 7 ſ 
She aſks no borrow/d-aids-to-ſhing, 1 g N 
She boaſts within: a: golden mine? if 
But like the treaſures· bf Per, = 


Say, ſhall the man wha-kihows her wor ch, Dow MAILS 
Debaſe her dignity and birt -i nh nou) | 

Or e'er repine at Heavemws decice % nn, 
Who he. gave her leave to e 1 10011 120 f 


Hear and accept me for ee n e 950 A 

(Reaſon ſhall ne'er deſeit your ſide: * N Lac [; 
Who liſtens to my wiſer voice, bi ö ö 
Can't but applaud his Maker's choice: eb! Dr. | 
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Secure, ſince fov'reign. Pow'r ohtains. 

© With curious eyes review _—_— "i 

This ſcience ſhall direct thy claim. 
Doſt thou indulge a double view 
© A long, long life, heren Wd?» | by 
Perhaps a farther boon you craνẽ, - 
To lie down eaſy in the graves 
© Know, then, my dictates muſt prevail. 
Or ſurely each fond wiſh ſhall fail! 

« Come, then, is Happineſs thy 9 
Let mental joys be all thy game ; 
Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace, 
»The capture ſhall reward the chace. 
"> Let ev'ry minute, as it ſprings, 

© Convey freſh knowledge on it s wings * 

Let ev'ry minute, as it flies 

© Record the good as well as wiſe e- | 

While ſuch purſuits-your-thoughts engages 
In a few years you'll live an age. | 

© Who meaſures life by rolling years! 

< Fools meaſure by revolving ſpheres. 

Go thou, and fetch th* unerring rule 


From Virtue's, and from Wiſdom's ſchool, . 4913 


Who well improves life's ſhorteſt dan, 
Will ſcarce regret it's ſetting-ray z ʒñ | 

« Contented with his ſhare of licht. 
© Nor fear nor wiſh th' approach of night? | 


And when diſeaſe aſſaults the heart. 


© When ſickneſs triumphs over art. 


Reflection on a life welb paſ t 


* Shall prove a cordial. to the laſt; 
This med' cine ſhall the ſoul 3 
And ſoften. or ſuſpend her pain 
'* Shall break Death's fell tyrannick ons. 
And calm the Wu . 


To govern, and to güard the heart ; 9139521255 ö 54 


EReaſon may calm this doubtful ftrife, © 


AER! ES Of erg 


| Bleſ'd rules of coo! nee. ee 
I liften'd, and rever'd the fage, © 


1 & + E * 
„ LET —— — 4 * - * 


When, lo! a form „Kiel) bright, ee ef 
Deſcends, and burſts 22 my figkt; * os: by 3 
A ſeraph of illuftrious' ß abeutge dal 5 


(Religion was her nache on ear th i ne po 2 : | 
Supremely ſweet her radiant face, 8 

And blooming with celeſtial 
Three ſhining cherubs Era Ker Au 2 ee 6 : 
Wav'd their light wings, 4 At nd reach'd the Mr : : 9 8 


» 6.7 ei 

444 3 8 ** Sy \ 
1” F * A » * F ”y q 
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Faith, with fublime and piercing eye, 


_ 1 
. 6.444 7 
JERES Lain 


e, 0 5 1 


And pinions flutt'ring for dhe ey; R 


- ” 


Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, dad, 4 5 _ 


And golden anchors grace her hands; A 


* _ 
290 0]  HLDDANG 


There Charity, in robes of White, 5 885 

Faireſt and fav'rite maid of light?” SOUP ID EXT * a ; 
The ſeraph ſpeke-- ib Kesten: Eg 

To lull the wayward ſoül to reſt, ar A 

©. When hopes and fears diſtract be breal. n Sir 


1. 1 


1 4 181 el . 


And fteer thy bark tro various: Ae Id n 293% 21! 5 
© But when the ſtorms of death are nig R gn mas 


> 


And midnight darkneſs veils the Ky. andi n 


NV 


© Shall Reaſon then dire& thy Mit, 00 ay rh Sarees 
Piſperſe the clouds, or ſink the gal? eat u. 0 


* 


un TGA 
* Stranger, this ſkill alone is min, 


„Skill! that and ſeanty line. LEY * it 1 
„That hoary ſage nas codhfell'd „. . 

© Be wiſe, nor ſcorn his friendly light. 11740] | : 
© Revere thyſelf—thou'rt near ale | 1 wat eggs © 
© To angels on thy better ide. 11557 N $47 1 . 5 _ 
© How various e'er their ranks c or kinds,” 1 ? Hf a 5 i 
© Angels are but unbodied minds: * 55 n 


When the partition wallsdeeay, 710 N L 
Men emerge angel, rom hat tk, ec obo 


ere 
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Ves, when the frailer body dies, 

* The ſoul aſſerts her kindred fies. 
© But minds, tho” ſprung from heav? nly race, bY on 

* Muſt firſt be tutorꝭd for the ** : 
(The joys above are underſtood, 
And reliſh'd, only by the good. E 
Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care? 


© Who ſhall ſecure their birthright there? 
© Souls are my charge io me tis giv'n 


* To train them for their native heav'n. 
* Know, then—Who bow the early knee. 


And give the willing heart to me; 


Who wiſely, when Temptation waits, 


Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits 3 


© Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, | 
© 'Tho! fools deride my, ſacred laws; 


Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong. 
© Tho? Perſecution lifts | her thong ; 
© Tho? all the ſons of hell conſpire 
Jo raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire: 
Know, that for ſuch ſuperior fouls, | | 
« There lies a bliſs, beyond the pole 
© Where ſpirits thine. with purer ny. i 
And brighten to meridian day; 
* Where Love, where. boundleſs F nendchip roles, 
© (No friends that change, no love that cools!) . 
Where riſing floods s of knowledge roll, 
8 And pour, and pour upon the ſoul!” ! 

© But where's, the paſſage to the Kies .— 
« The road thro Death's black valley b. 


« Nay, do not ſhudger at my tale; 
Tho' dark the ſhades, yet ſaſe the 5 | 


© This path the beſt of men haye trod, 


„And who'd decline the xoad.to.God?, 
« Oh! 'tis a glorious bon e diet! 


This favour can't he priz'd too high,” 
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While thus ſhe 1 my ks er 

The raptures kindling in my breaſt: 

My ſoul a fix'd attention gave; 
When the ſtern monarch of the grave 5 
With haughty ſtrides approach'd—amaz'd, 

I ſtood and trembled as I gar d. 
The ſeraph calm'd each anxious fear, 

And kindly wip'd the falling tear; 
Then haſten'd with expanded wing 

To meet the pale, terrifick king. 

But now what milder ſcenes ariſe! 

The tyrant drops his hoſtile guiſe: 

He ſeems a youth divinely fair, 

In graceful ringlets waves his hair; 
Fis wings their whitening plumes diſplay, 

His burniſh'd plumes reflect the day. 

Light flows his ſhining azure veſt, 

And all the angel ſtands confeſs'd. 

I view'd the change with fweet ſurprize, 
And, oh! I panted for the ſkies; 
Thank'd Heay' n, that eber I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thoughts of Death. 


* KENSINGTON GARDEN. 
BY MR. TICKBL. 8 
— bd Trojs fait. Wn VIRG« 


E ERE Kenflugton, kigh o'er the neighb ring lands, 
Midſt greens and ſweets, a regal fabrick * 
And ſees each ſpring, luxuriant in her bow? ts, : 
A.ſnow of bloſſoms, and a wild of flow'rs, 
The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair 
_ To groves and lawns, and unpolluted air, 
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_ * 


© while the town in 1 and darkneſs lies 
bbs MERE 1 in ſun-ſhine, and ſee Azure ſkies, IO 


” ME EY) © 


Where Reh braces and 1 68 3 mak Slow, 
And chintz, the rival of the how ry bow. 

Here England's s daughter, darling of the land, 
Sometimes, ſurronnded with her virgin band, 
Gleams through the ſhades : ſhe, tow? ring 0˙ er the reſt, 
Stands faireſt of the fairer kind confeſs'd, fo, 
Form'd to gain hearts, that Brunſwick's cauſe deny'd, bes 
And charm a people to her father? . = 
Long have theſe groves to royal gueſts b been known, 1 2 
Nor Naſſau firſt preferr d them to a throne. lens 
Fre Norman banners way'd in Britiſh air; 3 | 
Ere lordly Hubba, with the golden . 

Pour'd in his Danes; ; ere elder Julius came; 1 

Or Dardan Brutus gave our iſle a nam; 

A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood, , 123 

The ſcene of wars, and ſtain'd, with lovers 9 oe a 

You, who thro' gazing crowds, your captive throng, 

Throw pangs and paſſions as you move along, 

Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes, 0 

Where all unlevell'd the gay garden lies 

If gen'rous anguiſh for another's pains | 

Ere heav'd your hearts, or ſhiver'd through your veins, 

Look down attentive on the pleaſing fn, ut 

And liſten to my melancholy. tale +, 
That hollow ſpace, where now in living rows, 

Line above line, the yew's ſad verdure grows, 

Was, ere the planter's hand it's beauty gave, 

A common pit, a rude unfaſhion'd cave; 

The landſcape now!ſo ſweet we well may praiſe, 

But far, far ſweeter, in it's ancient days; 

Far ſweeter was it, when it's peopled ground | 
With fairy domes and e tow”! rs were crown d. 5 

5 19 75 Where 
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Where i in the midſt thoſe verdant pillars w_ g, 
Roſe the proud palace of the Elfin king; 

For ev'ry hedge of vegetable green, 

In happier years, a crouded ſtreet was ſeen; 


Nor all thoſe leaves, that now the proſpect grace, | 
Could match the numbers of it's pigmy race. | 1 
What urg'd this mighty empire to it's fate, 5 
A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. | | | 


When Albion rul'd the land, whoſe lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 

Their midnight pranks the ſprightly fairies play'd 

On ev'ry hill, and danc'd in ev'ry ſhade. 

But, foes to ſunſhine, moſt they took delight 

In dells and dales, conceal'd from human ſight: 

There hew'd their houſes in the arching rock; 

Or ſcoop'd the boſom of the blaſted oak; . 

Or heard, o'erſhadow'd by ſome ſhelving hill, 

The diſtant murmurs of the falling rill. 

They, rich in pilfer'd ſpoils, indulg'd their mirth, g 
And pity'd the huge wretched ſons of earth. 5 1 ng Þ 
|  F'en now, tis ſaid, the hinds o 'erhear their ſtrain, 1 

And ſtrive to view their airy forms in vain; 5 | 
They to their cells at man's approach repair, 

Like the ſhy leveret, or the mother hare, 
The whilſt poor mortals ſtartle at the ſound 
Of unſeen footſteps on the haunted ground, : 
Amid this garden, then with woods o ergrown, N 

Stood the lov'd ſeat of royal Oberon, 

From ev'ry region, to his palace-gate _ 

Came peers and princes of the fairy ſtate, 

Who, rank'd in council round the ſacred ney 1 

Their monarch's will and great beheſfts.obey'd, f 

From Thames fair banks, by lofty tow'rs eee ee | | 

With loads of plunder: oft his chiefs return d: go 

Hence, i in proud robes,” and colours bright and gays 

$hone ev'ry knight and ey*ry lovely fay, 
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378 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Whoe'er, on Powell's dazzling ſtage diſplay'd, 
Hath fam'd king Pepin and his court ſurvey'd, 
May gueſs, if old by modern things we trace, 
The pomp and ſplendor of the fairy race. 
By magick fenc'd, by ſpelt encompaſs'd round, 
No mortal touch'd this interdifted ground; 
No mortal enter'd, thoſe alone who came, 
Stol'n from the couch of ſome terreſtrial dame: 
For oft of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 
And left ſome ſickly changeling in their ſtead. 
It chanc'd, a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was foſter'd here, the wonder of the wood; 
Milkah, for wiles above her peers renown'd, 
Deep ſkilPd in charms and many a myſtick ſound, 
As through the regal dome ſhe ſought for prey, 
Obfery'd the infant Albion, where he lay, _ 
In mantles broider'd o*er with gorgeous pride, 
And ſtole him from the ſleeping mother's fide. 
Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind! 
The time ſhall come when thou ſhalt dearly pay 
The theft, hard- hearted ! of that guilty day: 
Thou, in thy turn, ſhalt like the queen repine, 
And all her ſorrows, doubled, ſhall be thine; | 
He who adorns thy, houſe, the lovely 8 
Who now adorns it, ſhall at length deſtroy. | | 
Two hundred moons in their pale courſe had ſeen 
The gay-rob'd fairies glimmer on the green, 6 
And Albion now had reach'd in youthful prime b 
To nineteen years, as mortals meaſure time, 
Fluſh'd with reſiſtleſs charms, he fir'd to love, Dan 
Each nymph and little Dry ad of the grove ; bps 1 
For ſkilful Milka ſpar' d not to employ. —— * 
Her utmoſt art to ee the princely 56 wy 915 3 fins >. 
Each ſupple limb ſhe Twath'a,” and tender 125 TY, ne 
And to the Elfin Kandard kept him him down — — = 
4K e 
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She robb'd dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit, 
And fed him early with the daiſy's root ; 
Whence through his veins the powerful juices ran, 
And form'd, in beauteous miniature, the man, 
Yet ſtill, two inches taller than the reſt, 
His lofty port his human birth confeſs'd ; 
A foot in height, how ſtately did he ſhow ! 
How look ſuperior on the crowd below ! 
What knight like him could toſs the ruſhy lance! | 
Who move ſo graceful in the mazy dance! 
A ſhape ſo nice, or features half ſo fair, 
What elf could boaſt! or ſuch a flow of hair! 
Bright Kenna ſaw, a princeſs born to reign, 
And felt the charmer burn in ev'ry vein. 
She, heireſs to this empire's potent lord, 
Prais'd like the ſtars, and next the moon ador'd; 
She, whom at diſtance thrones and princedoms view'd, 
To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel ſu'd, 
In her high palace languiſh'd, void of joy, 
And pin'd in ſecret for a mortal boy, 

He too was ſmitten, and diſcreetly ſtrove, 
By courtly deeds, to gain the virgin's love; 
For her he cull'd the faireſt flow'rs that grew, 
Ere morning ſuns had drain'd their fragrant dew ; 
He chas'd the hornet in his mid-day flight, | 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night: 
When on ripe fruit ſhe caſt a wiſhing eye, 
Did ever Albion think the tree too high! _ 
He ſhow'd her where the pregnant. goldfinch hung, 
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young; 

To her th' inſcription on their eggs he read, 
(Admire, ye clerks, the youth whom: Milkah bred? 
To her he ſhow'd- each herb of virtuous juice, _ 
Their pow'rs diſtinguiſn d, and deſcrib'd their uſe > 
All vain their pow 16, alas | to Kenna prove, 

ang well ſung Ovid, There's no herb for love.“ 
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As when a ghoſt, enlarg'd from realms below, 
Seeks it's old friend to tell ſome ſecret "woe, © CRETS Oe" 
The poor ſhiade ſhivering ſtands; and muſt not break | 
His painful filence, till the mortal ſpeak 5 95 
So far'd it with the little love-fick maid, 
Forbid to utter what her eyes betray'd. 
He ſaw her anguiſh, and reveal'd his flame, 
And ſpar'd the bluſhes of the tongue-ty'd dame. 
The day would fail me, ſhould I reckon oer 
The ſighs they laviſl'd, and the oaths they ſwore ; 
In words ſo melting, that, compar'd with thoſe, 
The niceſt courtſhip of terreſtrial beaus, 
Would ſound like compliments from country clowns. 
To red cheek'd ſweet-hearts in their home-fpun . 
All in a lawn of many a various hue, 
A bed of flow'rs (a fairy foreſt) grew; .. 
*T was here, one noon, the gaudieſt of the May, aa 
The ſtill, the ſecret, ſilent hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulip's ample ſhade, _ 
Sate the young lover, and th' immortal maid. 
They thought all fairies ſlept; ah, luckleſs pair! 
Hid, but in vain, in the ſun's noon-tide glare! 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna's breaſt, 
Thus all the ſoftneſs of his ſoul expreſs'd. 
« All things are huſh'd. The ſun's meridian . 
Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze; EE 
Nor moon nor ſtar in heav'n's blue arch is ſeen 
With kindly rays to ſilver o'er the green! 
Grateful to fairy eyes; they ſecret take N 
© Their reſt, and only wretched mortals wake. er 
© This dead of day I fly to che alone TY 
A world to me, a multitude in ne. 4 | 
© Oh, ſweet as. dew-drops: on theſe flow ry lawns, | 
When the ſky opens and the ev'ning dawns1 © 
Straight as the pink, /that-tow'rs-ſo-high in air, 
— * Soft as the blue-bell !--as the daily, fair! 1 
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© Bleſs'd be ihe hour, when firſt I was convey'd, 
An infant captive, to this bliſsful ſhade! 
© And bleſs'd the hand that did my form refine, 
© And ſhrunk my ſtature to a match with thine! 
© Glad, I for thee renounce my royal birth, 
And all the giant-daughters of the earth. 
Thou, if thy breaſt with equal ardour burn, 
Renounce thy kind, and love for love return: 
© So from us two, combin'd by nuptial ties, 
A race unknown of demi-gods ſhall riſe. 
© Oh, ſpeak, my love! my vows with vows repay, 
And ſweetly ſwear my riſing fears away.” 
To whom (the ſhining azure of her eyes 
More brighten'd) thus th* enamour'd maid replies. 
By all the ſtars, and firſt the glorious moon, 
| © T ſwear, and by the head of Oberon, 
A dreadful oath! no prince of fairy line 
© Shall &er in wedlock plight his vows with mine. 4 
© Where'er my footſteps in the dance are ſeen, | 4 
© May toad-ſtools riſe, and mildews blaſt the green; } 
May the keen eaſt-wind blight my fav'rite flow'rs, 
And ſnakes and ſpotted adders haunt my bow'rs. | | | 
_ © Confin'd whole ages in an hemlock ſhade, 1 
© There rather pine I a neglected maid ; | | | 
Or worſe, exil'd from Cynthia's gentle rays, | 
* Parch in the ſun a thouſand ſummer days ; ; 
© Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 
In ſacred wedlock plight his vows with mine.” 
She ended: and with lips of roſy hue, - ; — 
Dipp'd five times over in ambroſtal dew, 0 
Stifled his words. When from his covert rear'd, Lf 
The frowning brow of Oberon appear'd. © 8 f 
A ſun-flower's trunk was near, whence (killing ſi ſight 0 i 1 
The monarch iſfu'd, half an ell in a Ha 
Full on the pair à furious look he caſt, kf 
Nor x ſpake, but gave his bugle-horn'a plat, — 5 
2 2 | T hat | 
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That through the woodland echo d far and wide, 

And drew a ſwarm of ſubjects to his ſide. 

A hundred choſen knights, in war renown d. 
Drive Albion, baniſh'd from-the ſacred ground 320 20-09” 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes 
Where the proud king, among his demi-gods, - 
For Kenna's ſudden. bridal bids prepare, 


And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 


If fame in arms, with ancient birth OY Au 00 


| And faultleſs beauty, and a ſpotleſs mind, 


To love and prafſe can gen'rous ſouls incline, 1281 
That love, Azuriel, and that praiſe were thine. 
Blood, only leſs than royal, fill'd thy veins, 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains 
Where now the ſkies high Holland Houſe invades, 
And ſhort-liv'd Warwick ſadden'd all the 2 | 


Thy dwelling ſtood ; nor did in him afford 


A nobler owner, or a lovelier lord. _ as dT 
For thee a hundred fields produc'd their fore; | SP", - 


And by thy name ten thouſand vaſſals ſwore; 


So lov'd thy name, that, at their monarch's choice, 


All fairy ſhouted with a gen ral voice. 


Oriel alone a ſecret rage ſuppreſs'd, 


That from his boſom heav'd the golden veſt, 


Along the banks of Thame his empire ran: 


Wide was his range, and populous his clan, - 
When cleanly ſervants, if we truſt old . 


Beſides their wages had good fairy vails, 

Whole heaps of ſilver tokens, nightly . 

The careful wife or the neat dairy-maid, | 

Sunk not his ſtores. With ſmiles and pow! "ful bribes 
He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes ; 1 


And ere the night the face of heav'n had rd. 2 1 | 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang'd 


Meanwhile, driven back to earth, a lonely. Ways, a 
The chearleſs Albion Fapder's half the "RET UTL 
e how 
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; A long, long j journey, choak'd with brake and thorns, * | 
IIl-meaſur'd by ten thouſand barley-corns. f 


Tir'd out at length, a ſpreading ſtream he pd, 

Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tile: 
»Twas then a ſpreading ſtream; though now it's fame 2 
Obſcur'd, it bears the creek's inglorious name, 
And creeps, as through contraRted bounds it ſtrays, | 


A leap for boys in theſe degenerate days. 


On the clear chryſtal's verdant bank he ſtood, 
And thrice look'd backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groan'd, and thrice he beat his breaſt, ' 


And thus in tears his kindred gods addreſs'd. 


© If true, ye wat'ry pow'rs, my lineage came 


From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame; 
© Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 
Through all your grottos waft my plaintive ſound, 


* And urge the god, whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, 

s To grace his offspring, and aſſert my birth.” 
He ſaid, A gentle Naiad heard his pray ; ; 

And, touch'd with pity for a lover's care, 

Shoots to the ſea, where, low beneath the tides, 

Old Neptune in th' unfathom'd depth reſides, 

Rouz'd at the news, the ſea's ſtern ſultan ſwore 


Revenge, and ſcarce from preſent arms forbore ; ; 
But firſt the nymph his harbinger he ſends, 


And to her care his fav'rite boy commends, | 
As through the Thames her backward courſe ſhe guides, 


Driven up his current by the refluent tides, 
Along his banks the pigmy legions ſpread | 
| She ſpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 


Soon with wrong'd Albion's s name the hoſt he fires, | 
And counts the ocean's god among his fires ; . 27 
* The ocean's god, by whom ſhall be g'erthrown 

c. (Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. | 

See here, beneath a toad-ſtool's deadly gloom, 


L Lies Albion: : him che fates your leader doom. 
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Hear, and obey; tis Neptune's pow'rful call; 
By him Azuriel and his king ſhall fall“. 

She ſaid, They. bow'd; and on their meld upbore, 
With ſhouts, their new-ſaluted emperor. _ 
E'en Oriel ſmil'd: at leaſt, to ſmile he e 
And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love. 

See now the mourner of the lonely ſhade, 

By gods protected, and by hoſts obey*d;z_ 

A ſlave, a chief, by fickle Fortune's play, 

In the ſhort courie of one revolving day. 

What wonder if the youth, ſo ſtrangely bleſs'd, 

Felt his heart flutter in his little breaft ! 

His thick-embattled troops, with ſecret pride, 

He views extended half an acre wide; 3 | 
More light he treads, more tall he ſeems to riſe, 

And ftruts a ſtraw- breadth nearer to the ſkies. 

O for thy Muſe, great bard *, whoſe lofty ſtrains 
In battle join'd the Pygmies and the Cranes! 

Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, 
Each colour'd legion in my. verſe ſhould ſhine. 
But ſimple I, and innocent of art, LH 
The tale, that ſooth'd my infant years, impart ; 
The tale I heard whole winter eves, untir'd, 
And fing the battles that my nurſe inſpir'd. 

Now the ſhrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arms, 
To rank and file reduce the ſtraggling ſwarms : 
Thick rows of ſpears at once, with ſudden glare, 

A grove of needles, glitter in the ar; | 
Looſe in the wind ſmall ribband ſtreamers flow, 
Dipp'd in all colours of the heav'nly bow; 
And the gay hoſt, that now it's march purſues, 
Gleams o'er the meadows in a thouſand hues. 
On Buda's plains, thus formidably bright, 
Shone Aſia's _ a ROY; dreadful Lind 
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In various robes their ſilken troops were ſeen, 
The blue, the red, and prophet's ſacred green: 
When blooming Brunſwick, near the Danube's flood, 
Firſt ſtain'd his maiden ſword in 'Turkiſh blood. 
Unſeen and filent march the ſlow brigades, 
Through pathleſs wilds, and unfrequented ſhades. 
In hopes already vanquiſh'd by ſurprize, | 
In Albion's pow'r the fairy empire lies; 
Already has he ſeiz'd on Kenna's charms, - 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 
The march concludes; and now, in proſpect near, 
But fenc'd with arms, the hoſtile tow'rs appear; 
For Oberon, or Druids falſely ſing, 
Wore his prime-vizier in a magick ring: 
A ſubtle ſprite, that opening plots foretold, 
By ſudden dimneſs on the beamy gold. 

Hence, in a creſcent form'd, his legions bright, 
With beating boſoms, waited for the fight ; "Fc 
To charge their foes they march, a glitt'ring band, 

And in their van doth bold Azuriel ſtand. _ 
What rage that hour did Albion's ſoul poſſeſs, 
| Let chiefs imagine, and let lovers gueſs ! 
Forth iſſuing from his ranks, that ſtrove in vain 
To check his courſe, athwart the dreadful plain 
He ſtrides indignant; and, with haughty cries, 
To ſingle fight the fairy prince defies. 
«* Forbear, raſh youth, th' unequal war to try ; 
Nor, ſprung from mortals, with immortals vie. 
No god ſtands ready to avert thy doom, 
Nor yet thy grandſire of the wayes is come.” 
My words are vali—no words the wretch can move, 
By beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by love: 4 46Þ I, + 
He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize; ns 
And ſees no danger, while he ſees her eyes. 
Now from each hoſt the eager warriors ſtart, | 
And furious Albion flings his haſty dart: FD 
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Twas feather'd from the bee's tranſparent wing. 
And it's ſhaft ended i in a hornet's ſting; 


But, toſs'd in rage, it flew without a a 


High o'er the foe, and guiltleſs pierc'd the ground, ? | 


Not fo Azuriel's s: with unerring aim, 
'Too near the needle-pointed jav'lin came, 


Drove through the ſeven-fold ſhield and filken veſt 5 452 


And lightly ras'd the lover's ivory breaſt. 
Rouz'd at the ſmart, and riſing to the blow, 
With his keen ſword he cleaves his fairy foe ; 
Sheer from the ſhoulder to the waiſt he cleaves, 
And of one arm the tott'ring trunk bereaves. 
His uſeleſs ſteel brave Albion wields no more, 
But fternly ſmiles, and thinks the combat o'er: 
So had it been, had aught of mortal flrain, 
Or leſs than fairy felt the deadly pain. 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in fight 
Gaſh'd and diſmember'd, eaſily unite. | 
As ſome frail cup of China's pureſt mold, 
With azure varniſh'd, and bedrop'd with gold, 


Tho' broke, if cur'd by ſome nice virgin's hands, ö; 


In it's old ſtrength and priſtine beauty ſtands; 
The tumults of the boiling Bohea braves, 
And holds ſecure the coffee's fable waves: 
So did Azuriel's arm, if fame fay true, 
Rejoin the vital trunk whence firſt it grew 507 
And, whilſt in wonder fix'd poor Albion ſtood, | 
Plung'd the curs'd fabre in his heart's warm blood, 5055 
The golden broidery tender Milkah wove, 
The breaſt to Kenna ſacred and to love, 8 
Lie rent and mangled; and the gaping wound 
Pours out a flood of purple on the Condi; 

The jetty luſtre ſiekens in his 9A! don e 
On his cold cheeks the bloom felhnef 255 7. 


* Oh, Kenna, Kenna!“ thrice. he try'd, TY I Aa by. 


a nnz. farewell! and Sigh'd his foul away. 
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His Fall the Dryads with loud ſhrieks deplore, _ 4 5 4 
| By ſiſter Natads echo'd from the ſhore ; 1 
Thence down to Neptune's ſecret realms convey'd, . 
Through grots, and glooms, and many a coral ſhade. Bak, 
The ſea's great fire, with looks denouncing war. 7220 
The trident ſhakes, and mounts the pearly ca: 
With one ſtern frown the wide-ſpread deep n 75 
And works the madding ocean into ſtorms. 
O'er foaming mountains, and through burſting tides, 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides, 
Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It ſhoots, and lands him on the deſtin'd ſhore. 5 & 
Now fix'd on earth his tow'ring ſtature ſtood, _ 
Hung o'er the mountains, and o'erlook'd the Wal. 
To Brumpton's grove one ample ſtride he took, 
(The vallies trembled, and the foreſts ſhook ; 3) 
The next huge ſtep reach'd the devoted ſhade, | 
Where choak'd in blood was wretched Albion laid W 
Where now the vanquiſh'd, with W join'd, 
Beneath the regal banners ſtood combin'd.” 
Th embattled dwarfs with rage and ſcorn he paſs 'd, 
And on their town his eye vindictive caſt. 
It's deep foundations his long trident cleaves, 
And high in air th' up-rooted empire heaves ; 
On his broad engine the vaſt ruin hung, 
Which on the foe with force divine he flung : 
Aghaſt the legions in th' approaching ſhade, 
Th' inverted ſpires and rocking domes ſurvey d, 
That downward tumbling on the hoſt below, 
Cruſn'd the whole nation at one dreadful blow. 
Tow'rs, arms, nymphs, | warriors, are together loſt, 
And a whole empire falls to ſoothe ſad Albion's ghoſt. 
Such was the period, long reſtrain'd by Fate, | 
And ſuch the downfal of the fairy ſtate. _ 
This dale, a pleaſing region, not unbleſs'd, 
This dale poſſeſs d they; and had till poſſeſs d., 


* 
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Had not their monarch, with a father's pride, 
Rent from her lord th' inviolable bride ; : 
Raſh to diſſolve the contract ſeal'd above, 
The ſolemn vows, and ſacred bonds of love: 
Now, where his elves fo brightly danc'd the round, 
No violet breathes, nor daiſy paints the ground ; ; 
His tow'rs and people fill one common grave, ; 

A ſhapeleſs ruin, and a barren cave. 

Beneath huge hills of ſmoking pie he lay, 

Sunn and confounded, a whole ſummer's day. 
At length awak'd, (for what can long reſtrain 5 
| Unbody'd ſpirits !) but awak'd in pain : 
And as he ſaw the deſolated wood, 

And the dark den where once his empire ſtood, 

Grief chill'd his heart; to his half-open'd eyes, 

In ev'ry oak a Neptune ſeem'd to riſe. 
HFle fled; and left, with all his trembling peers, 

The long poſſeſſion of a thouſand years. 

Thro' buſh, thro? brake, thro? groves, and gloomy cates, | 

Thro' dank and dry, o'er ſtreams and flow'ry vales, 

Direct they fled ; but often look'd behind, 
And ſtopp'd and ſtarted at each ruſtling wind. 
Wing'd with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Diſperſe and wander into diff rent lands: 
Part did beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie, 

In ſilent glooms impervious to the ſky ; 

Part on fair Avon's margin ſeek repoſe, 

Whoſe ſtream o'er Britain's midmoſt region flows, 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 
| And ſeas and oceans are but known by fame; 
Some to dark woods and ſecret ſhades retreat, 
And ſome on mountains chuſe their airy ſeat. 
There haply by the ruddy damſel ſeen, 
Or ſhepherd-boy, they featly foat the green, 
While from their ſteps a circling verdure ſprings 3 

But fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings er, 
= -Mean- 
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_ Meanwhile ſad Kenna, loth to quit the grove, 
Hung o'er the body of her breathleſs love ; 
Try'd ev'ry att (vain arts!) to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows !) to join him in the tomb. 
What could ſhe do; the Fates alike deny 
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die, 

An herb there grows, (the ſame old Homer tells * 
Ulyſſes bore to rival Circe's ſpells;) | 
It's root is ebon-black, but ſends to light 
A ſtem that bends with flow'rets milky white; 
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies know, £ 
But ſecret kept from mortal men below. 

On his pale limbs it's virtuous juice ſhe ſhed, 


And murmur'd myſtick numbers o'er the dead; 


When, lo! the little mape, by magick pow r, 

Grew leſs and leſs, contracted to a flow'r ; 

A flow'r, that firſt in this ſweet garden ſmil'd, 

To virgins ſacred, and the ſnow-drop ſtyl'd. 

The new- born plant with ſweet regret ſhe view'd, 
Warm'd with her ſighs, and with her tears bedew'd ; 
It's ripen'd ſeeds from bank to bank convey'd, 

And with her lover whiten'd half the ſhade. 


Thus, won from death, each ſpring ſhe ſees him grow, 


And glories in the vegetable ſnow ; 


Which now increas'd through wide Britannia's plains, 


It's parent's warmth and ſpotleſs name retains; | 
Firſt leader of the flow'ry race aſpires, 

And foremoſt catches the ſun's genial fires ; 
Midſt froſts and ſnows triumphant dares appear, 
Mingles the ſeaſons, and leads on the year. 
Deſerted now of all the pigmy race, 
Nor man nor fairy touch'd this guilty place. 

In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age, 

It lay accurs'd, the mark of Neptune's rage; 
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Till great Naſſau recloth'd the deſart ſhade, 


Thence ſacred to Britannia's monarchs made. 


*T was then the green-rob'd nymph, fair Kenna, came, 
(Kenna, that gave the neighb'ring town it's name) 
Proud when ſhe ſaw th' ennobled garden ſhine 
With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line, 
She vow'd to grace the manſions once her own, 
And picture out in plants the fairy town. 
To far-fam'd Wiſe her flight unſeen ſhe ſped, 

And with gay proſpects fill'd the craftſman's head; 
Soft in his fancy drew a pleaſing ſcheme, _ 
And plann'd that landſcape in a morning dream. 
With the ſweet view the fire of gardens fir'd, 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inſpir'd ; 
The walls and ſtreets in rows of yew deſigns, | 
And forms the town in all it's ancient lines: 
The corner trees he lifts more high in air, 
And girds the palace with a verdant ſquare ; 
Nor knows, while round he views the riſing ſcenes, 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 

With a ſad pleaſure the aerial maid 

This image of her ancient realm ſurvey'd ; 

How chang'd, how fall'n from it's primzval pride! 
Vet here each moon, the hour her lover dy'd, 
Each moon his ſolemn obſequies ſhe pays, 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia's rays; q by 
| Pleas'd in theſe ſhades to head her fairy train, 
And grace the groves where Albion's kinſmen reign. 
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DEATH AND | THE DOCTOR. 


O©CCASIONED BY A PHYSICIAN'S LAMPOONING. * FRIEND 


OF THE AUTHOR, 
BY MR. G ARRICK. 
s Doftor * * mufing fat, 


Death ſaw, and came without delay : 
Enters the room, begins the chat, 


With, Doctor, why ſo — pray 2” 


The doctor ſtarted from his place, Ta 


But ſoon they more familiar grew: 


And then he told his piteous caſe, 


How trade was low, and friends were few. 


Away with fear!“ the phantom ſaid, 
As ſoon as he had heard his tale: 
© Take my advice, and mend your trade; : 


© We both are loſers if you fail. 


Go, write; your wit in ſatire ſhow— - 
No matter whether ſmart or true; v 
Call“ “ names, the greateſt foe 


Io dullneſs, folly, pride, and you. 


Then copies ſpread (there lies the trick ;) 
Among your friends beſure you ſend 'em: 
© For all who read will ſoon grow ſick, 
* And when you're call'd upon, attend 'em. 


Thus trade increaſing by degrees, | 


4M Doctor we both ſhall have our ends: 


« For you are ſure to have your fees, 
© And I am ſure to have your friends.“ 


3A2 THE 
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THE BLACKBIRDS. 


— 


AN ELEGY, 


BY MR. Jaco. 


n E tim had chav'd the mountain ſnow, 
And kindly loos'd the frozen ſoil ; 
'The melting ſtreams began to flow, 
And plowmen urg'd their annual toil. 


*Twas then, amid the vocal throng, 


- Whom nature wakes to mirth and love, 


A blackbird rais'd his am'rous ſong, - 


And thus it echo'd thro? the woe: 


0 faireſt of the eather'd train! 
For whom I ſing, for whom I burn; 


Attend with pity to my ſtrain, 
And grant my love a kind return. 


© For ſee, the wint'ry ſtorms are flown, 


And gentle zephyrs fan the air; 


© Let us the genial influence own, 
Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. 


The raven plumes his jetty wing, 
To pleaſe his croaking paramour; 

© The larks reſponſive ditties fing, 
And tell their paſſion as they ſoar. 


But truſt me, love, the raven's wing 
Is not to be compar'd with mine; 

Nor can the lark ſo ſweetly ſing _ 

As J, who ſtrength with ſweetneſs join. 
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— let me all thy ſteps attend ! 
I'll point new treaſures to thy ſight; 
© Whether the grove thy wiſh befriend, 
Or hedge-rows green, or meadows bright. 


© I'll ſhew my love the cleareſt rill, 
© Whoſe ſtreams among the pebbles fray 
© Theſe will we ſip, and fip our fill, 
Or on the flow'ry margin play. 


< I'Il lead her to the thickeſt brake, 

© Impervious to the ſchool-boy's eye; 
For her the plaiſter'd neſt ll make, 
6 And on her downy Pinions lie. 


c When prompted by a mother s care, 
© Her warmth ſhall form th” impriſon'd young, 
The pleaſing taſk Pl gladly ſhare, 
Or chear her labours with my ſong. 


© To bring her food I'll range the fields, 
© And cull the beſt of ev'ry kind; 
Whatever Nature's bounty yields, 
And love's aſſid uous care can find. 
And when my lovely mate would ſtray 
© To taſte the ſummer ſweets at large, 
I'll wait at home the live-long day, 
And tend with care our little charge. 


„Then prove with me the ſweets of love, 
© With me divide the cares of life; 
No buſh ſhall boaſt in all the grove. 
, 4 $0 fond a mate, ſo bleſs'd a wife.“ 
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He ceas'd his ſong. T he melting dame 

With ſoft indulgence heard the ſtrain 

She felt, ſhe own'd, a mutual flame, 
And haſted to relieve his pain. 


Ile led her to the nuptial bower, 


And neſtled cloſely to her ſide; 


The fondeſt bridegroom of that hour, 


And ſhe the moſt delighted bride. 


Next morn he wak'd her with a ſong; z 
* Behold,” he ſaid, the new-born day! 


© The lark his matin peal has rung, 


« Ariſe, my love, and come away.“ 


T ogether thro? the fields they ſray'd, ; 
And to the murm'ring riv'let's fide; 


| Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd and play'd, 


\ 


With honeſt joy, and decent pride. 


When, oh! with grief the Muſe relates 
The mournful ſequel of my tale; | 
Sent by an order from the Fates, 
A gunner met them in the vale. 


Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, © My dear, 

© Haſte, haſte away, from danger fly! 

© Here, gunner ! point thy thunder here; 
O, ſpare my love, and let me die!” 20 


At him the gunner took his aim; 
HFis aim, alas! was all too true: 


O! had he choſe ſome other game! 


Or ſhot—as he was wont to do! 


Divided 


" BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 375 


Divided pair! forgive the wrong, | 1 

While I with tears your fate rehearſe; 7 1 

P11 join the widow's plaintive ſong, 
And fave the lover in my verſe, 


ODE TO DEATH. 


TRANSLATED ROM THE FRENCH OF THE KING OF 
2 5 PRUSSIA. 


BY DR. HAWKESWORTH, 
"ET a few years, or days perhaps, 
Or moments paſs with ſilent lapſe, 90 1 
And time to me ſhall be no more 
No more the ſun theſe eyes ſhall view, 7 UN, 


Earth o'er theſe limbs her duſt ſhall ſtrew, 
And life's fantaſtick dream be o'er, 


Alas! I touch the dreadful brink ; 
From Nature's verge impell'd I fink ; 
And endleſs darkneſs wraps me round ! 
Yes, Death 1s ever at my hand, 
Faſt by my bed he takes his ſtand, 
And conſtant at my board is found. 


Earth, air, and fire, and water, Join 
Againſt this fleeting life of mine; 
And where for ſuccour can I fly? 
If art, with flatt'ring wiles, pretend 
To ſhield me like a guardian friend, 
By Art, ere Nature bids, I die. 


I fee this tyrant of the mind, 
* 'This idol Fleſh, to duſt conſign'd, 
Once call'd from duſt by Pow'r divine ; 
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It's features change! 'tis pale! 'tis cold— 
Hence, dreadful ſpectre! to behold 55 
Thy aſpect, is to make it mine. 


And can I, then, with guilty pride, 
Which fear nor ſhame can quell or hide, 
This fleſh ſtill pamper and adorn ! 
Thus viewing what I ſoon ſhall be, 
Can what I am demand the knee, 

Or look on aught around with ſcorn ? 


But then this ſpark that warms, that guides, 

That lives, that thinks, what fate betides! 
Can this be duſt, a kneaded clod ! 

'This yield to death!-the foul, the mind, 

That meaſures heav'n, and mounts the wind; 
T hat SHOTS at once, REF and God 'X 


Great Cauſe of all, 1 blow. 

Who knows thee, muſt for ever know, 
Immortal and divine ! 

Thy image on my ſoul WRIT Y 

Of endleſs being is the teſt, 


And bids eternity be mine! 


Tranſporting thought but am I ſure 

That endleſs life will joy ſecure? 
Joy's only to the juſt decreed ! 

The guilty wretch expiring, goes 

Where Vengeance endleſs life beſtows, 
That endleſs mis*ry may ſucceed. 


Great God, how awfol is the trons! 
A breath, a tranſient breath between; 
And can I jeſt, * Hugh, and Play 3 


To 
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To earth, alas! too firmly bound, 
Trees deeply rooted in the ground, 
Are ſhiver'd when they're torn away. 


Vain joys, which envy'd greatneſs gains, 
How do ye bind with ſilken chains, 
Which aſk Herculean ſtrength to break ! 
How with new terrors have ye arm'd 
The pow'r whoſe ſlighteſt glance alarm'd ! 
How many deaths of one ds make! 


Yet, dumb with wonder, I behold 

Man's thoughtleſs race, in error bold, 
Forget or ſcorn the laws of death; 

With theſe no projects coincide, ES 
Nor vows, nor toils, nor hopes, they guide, 
Each thinks he draws immortal breath. 


Each, blind to Fate's approaching hour, 
Intrigues or fights for wealth or pow'r, 
And ſlumb'ring dangers dare provoke: 
And he, who, tott'ring, ſcarce ſuſtains 
A century's age, plans future gains, 
And feels an e ſtroke. 


Go on, unbridled, def p'rate band, 
Scorn rocks, gulphs, winds, ſearch ſea and land, 
And ſpoil new worlds, wherever found: 05 
Seize, haſte to ſeize the glitt'ring prize, 
And ſighs, and tears, and pray'rs, deſpiſe, 

Nor ſpare the temple's holy ground. 
They go, ſucceed; but look again, 
The deſp'rate band you ſeek in vain, 

Now trod in duſt, the peaſants ſcorn: | 

MJ B dat 
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But who that ſaw their treaſures fvell, 
That heard th' inſatiate vow, rebel, 
Would e'er have thought them mortal born? 


See the world's victor mount his car : 
Blood marks his progreſs wide and far, 
Sure he ſhall reign while ages fly : 
No; vaniſh'd like a morning cloud 5 

The hero was but juſt allow d 
To fight, to conquer, and to die. 


And is it true, I aſk with dread, | 
That nations, heap'd on nations, bled 
Beneath his chariot's fervid wheel, 
With trophies. to adorn the ſ pot, 
Where his pale corſe was left to rot, : 
And doom'd the hungry reptile's meal 5 


Yes ! Fortune, A with her play, 
Her toy, this hero, caſts away, 
And ſcarce the form of man is ſeen: 
Awe chills my breaſt, my eyes o 'erflow, 
Around my brows no roſes glow, 
E = The cypreſs mine, funereal green ! 


Yet in this hour of *. 2 * 

When awful Truth unveil'd appears, 
Some pow'r unknown uſurps my breaſt; 

Back to the world my thoughts are led, 

My feet in Folly's lab'rinth tread, 
And fancy dreams that life is bleſs'd. 


| Has weak an empreſs i is ; the mind, 
Whom Pleaſure's flow'ry wreaths can bind, 


And captive to her altars lead! 
| 55 Weak 
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Weak Reaſon yields to Phrenzy's rage, 
And all the world is Folly's ſtage, 
And all that a& are fools indeed, 


And yet this ſtrange, this ſudden flight, 
From gloomy cares to gay delight, 
This fickleneſs, ſo light and vain, 
In life's deluſive, tranſient dream, 
Where men, nor things, are what they ſcem, 


Is all the real good we gun. 


HEALTH. 
AN EPISTLE., 
ro FRANCIS JODDRELL, ESQ, 
BY DR. SMYTHSON. 


EALTH to my friend! ſuch health may Heav- n beſtow, 
As worth and virtue ever ought to know. 
Health to my friend! ſuch health may Heav'n impart, 

As needs no ſuccours from the healing art. 

Health to my friend ! ſuch health as Nature brings, 

Alike to peaſants, nobles, - princes, kings. 

Such health as paints, on Daphne's glowing cheek, 

The roſe-bud's bloom, and the carnation's ſtreak. 

Such health as ſhews the crimſon tide within, 

In act to burſt the ſmooth, pellucid ſkin. 

Such health as ſheds, from eyes untaught to play, 

Beams that may rival the bright orb of day : 

Bids the free lungs reſpire without a ſigh ; 

Unleſs for Damon gone, or Damon nigh. 

Such health as throws o'er Damon's youthful frame, - 

Charms undeſcrib'd, and grace without a name ; 

3B 2 
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Sets high his ſpreading cheſt, erects his head, 
Braces his nerves, and arms his manly tread ; 
Bids him in ſports athletick firſt advance, 
Or trip with vigour in the ſprightly dance; 
His heart with bold and braveſt purpoſe fills, 
Fearleſs of danger, and deſpiſing ills; 
Or to his love as to his honour true, 
With equal ardour bids him both purſue ; 
Sure that the ſuit preferr'd ſtill beſt ſucceeds, 
Where, crown'd with fame, the conqu'ring lover pleads. 
Nor needs my friend the road to Health explore, 
Whoſe daily travel brings him to her door : 
To her delightful haunts, her bleſs'd abode, 
Through Temp'rance lies the plain and open road. 
No glutton, ſatiate with unneeded food, _ 
No drunkard, dy'd with Bacchus“ purple flood, 
No lawleſs vot'ry to unhallow'd love, ” 
Health's unabated joys myſt hope to prove. 
Nor he whoſe ſoul, by various paſſions toſs'd, 
Deaf to perſuaſion, and to reaſon loſt ; | 
Who burſts in anger, or diſſolves in grief, 
Storms without pauſe, or weeps without relief. 
But he whoſe mod'rate meals, and frugal board, 
By hunger ſauc'd, and with plain viands ftor'd, 
Await on Nature's calls; whoſe ſteady mind, 
Slave to no vice, by Virtue's rules confin'd, 
With calm intent, purſues thro? life that plan, 
Which honaurs God, and dignifies the man: 
On him ſhall blooming Health with ſmiles attend, 
And joy ta hail him, brother, patron, friend, 
Sworn foe to Health, lo! Indolence creeps by, 
Meagre his viſage, and half clos'd his eye; 
With aſthma heaving, or by coughing torn, 
By dropſy ſwell'd, or by conſumption worn: 
His life one ſcene of complicated woe; 
And e'en his only refuge, Death, too ſlow! 
| From 
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From this ſad ſpe&re learn, nor learn in vain, 

That Exerciſe alone can health obtain. 

To climb the mountain's height at early dawn, 

And chaſe the bounding ſtag o'er hill and lawn; 
The tim'rous hare in mazy rounds purſue, 

Or preſs the felon fox in diſtant view; 

With niceſt eye to mark the covey's fall, 

Or lure the quail with artificial call; 

Forth from the copſe the gaudy pheaſant bring, 
Or ſeek the woodcock's feeds beſide the ſpring : 

When the pure ſtream, diſturb'd by gentle gales, 
With ruffled ſurface glides along the vales, 

With ſteady hand, and penetrating eye, 

To drop unnotic'd the fictitious fly; 

Forth from his haunt the ſpotted trout betray, 

With patient ſkill the ſtruggling victim play; 

Or from his hole the rav'nous pike decoy, 

And ſeize on him who lives but to deſtroy. 
From toils like theſe, whilſt pain and ſickneſs fly, 
Health blooms the cheek, and gliſtens in the eye! 
Nor let falſe pride impel thee to forbear 

| Thoſe ſcenes of honeſt mirth and feſtive chear, 
Where ſturdy youth, in many a ſportive game, 
On village green contend for village fame, 
To heave the bar a long and envied throw, 

To caſt the quoit a ſure unerring blow ; _ 
The tow'ring ball with keeneſt eye to watch, 
With ſwifteſt foot the falling prize to catch; 
With ſtrength of arm to fall the friendly foe, 

Or ſtrain each muſcle at the trip below ; 

With agile ſpeed the diſtant goal to gain 

From many a rival lab'ring ofer the plain: 

Theſe ſports ſhall yield thee ſuch untainted health 

As ſhuns the lazy pamper'd ſons of wealth. 


\ Haſte, then, my Joddrell, to thy Smythſon haſte ; 


The tranquil pleaſures of the country taſte ; 
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Leave the gay town for ſcenes more truly gay, 

Air unpolluted, and unclouded day : | 

On the green hillock ſnuff the paſſing gale, 

Or catch the fragrance of the flow'ry dale, 

"The vocal concert of the woods attend, 

Where notes untun'd, in ſounds harmonious blend, 
Mark Nature's colourings of various hue, 

From the pale primroſe to the vi'let blue. 

Order and beauty in creation trace, 

From the gay moth, to © man's imperial race? 
With awe impreſs'd, his wond*rous frame ſurvey, 
Form'd from the duſt, and faſhion'd from the clay; 
Life's complex organs with delight explore, 

And the Great Artiſt honour and adore. 


| The paſling ſeaſons of the year remark, 


From hoary winter, chearleſs, dreary, dark, 

To jocund ſpring, where, dreſs'd in rich array, 
All nature wantons in the ſweets of May. 
Admire the rip'ning fruits of ſummer's reign, 
And autumn, fraught with loads of golden grain ; 
With honeſt labour join the grateful ſong, 

Or mix in dances with the chearful throng. 
Pleaſures like theſe enjoy, their bleſſings own, 
And Health ſhall deck thee with her envy'd crown, 


HENRY and EMMA. 


| UPON THE MODEL OF THE NUT-BROWN MAID. 


BY MR, en | 


TO CLO E. 


HO U, to whoſe eyes I bend, at whoſe command 


(Tho? low my voice, tho? artleſs be my hand) 
I take the ſprightly reed, and ſing and play, 
Careleſs of what the cens'ring world may ſay ; 


— 
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| Bright Cloe! object of my conſtant vow, 


Wilt thou a while unbend thy ſerious brow ? 

Wilt thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ſtrains, 
And with one heav'nly ſmile o'erpay his pains ? 

No longer ſhall the Nut-brown Maid be old, 

Tho? fince her youth three hundred years have rolPd : 


At thy deſire ſhe ſhall again be rais'd, 


And her reviving charms in laſting verſe be prais d. 
No longer man of woman ſhall complain, | 

That he may love, and not be lov'd again; 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 


Who change the conſtant lover for the new. 
Whatever has been writ, whatever ſaid, 


Of female paſſion feign'd, or faith decay'd, 
Henceforth ſhall in my verſe refuted ſtand, 

Be ſaid to winds, or writ upon the ſand : 

And while my notes to future times proclaim . 


VUnconquer'd love, and ever-during flame, 
O, faireſt of the ſex! be thou my Muſe; 


Deign on my work thy influence to diffuſe ; 


Loet me partake the bleſſings I rehearſe, 


And grant me, Love, the juſt reward of verſe. 
As Beauty's potent queen, with ev'ry grace, 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy face; 


And as her Son has to my boſom dealt 

That conſtant flame which faithful Henry felt; 
O let the ſtory with thy life agree, 

Let men once more the bright example ſee; 


What Emma was to him, be thou to me : 


Nor ſend me by thy frown from her I love, 


Diſtant and ſad, a baniſh'd man to rove; 


But, oh! with pity, long entreated, crown 


My pains and hopes; and when thou ſay'ſt that one, 


Of. all mankind, thou lov'ſt, oh! think on me alone. 


Where 113 Iſis, and her huſband Thame, 
With mingled waves for ever flow the ſame, 
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In times of yore an ancient baron liv, 
Great gifts beſtow'd, and great reſpect receiv'd. 
When dreadful Edward, with ſucceſsful care, 

Led his free Britons to the Gallick war, 

This lord had headed his appointed bands, 

In firm allegiance to his king's commands, 
And (all due honours faithfully diſcharg'd) 
Had brought back his paternal coat, enlarg'd 
With a new mark, the witneſs of his toil, _ 
And no inglorious part of foreign ſpoil. 

From the loud camp retir'd, and noiſy court, 4 

In honourable eaſe, and rural ſport, 

The remnant of his days he ſafely paſs'd, _ 85 

Nor found they lagg'd too ſlow nor flew too faſt; 

He made his wiſh with his eſtate comply, 

Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 


One child he had, a daughter, chaſte and . . 5 


His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir; 1 
They call'd her Emma, for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgin birth had borne the name; 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd, 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd: 
Vet, as when little round his knees ſhe play'd, _ 
He call'd her oft, in in ſport, his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word, 
(As ſtill they pleaſe who imitate their lord ;) 
_ Uſage confirm'd what Fancy had begun, | 
The mutual terms around the lands were known, 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one: 
As with her ſtature ſtill her charms increas'd, 
Thro' all the iſle her beauty was confeſs*d. 
Oh! what perfections muſt that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem'd where all are fair! 
From diſtant ſhires repair the noble youth, 
And find report, for once, had leſſen'd truth. 
By wonder firft, and then by paſſion mov'd, 


They came, they ſaw, they marvell'd, and they lov'd: : 
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By publick praiſes,” and by ſecret ſighs, 

Each own'd the gen'ral pow'r of Emma's eyes. 
In tilts and tournaments the valiant trove, 

By glorious deeds, to purchaſe Emma's MO 

In gentle verſe the witty t61d their flame, 
And grac'd their; choiceſt: ſongs with Emma' 8 name. 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ, , 
Uſeleſs their ſtrength, and impotent their wit. 


Which elſe will never reach the fair-one's heart, 
Spite of th' attempts of force, and ſoft effects of art: 


Great Venus only muſt direct the dart, | 2 


In Henry's cauſe her favour muſt be ſhown; 
And Emma, of mankind, muſt love but him alone, | 
While theſe in publick to the caſtle came, 

And by their grandeur juſtify'd'their flame, 

More ſecret ways the careful Henry takes; 
His ſquires, his arms, and equipage forſakes : 
In borrow'd name and falſe attire array'd, 
Oft he finds means to ſee the beauteous maid. 
When Emma hunts, in huntſman's habit dreſs'd, 
Henry on foot purſues the bounding beaſt ; 
In his right-hand his beechen pole he bears, 
And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
Still to the glade, where ſhe has bent her way, 
With knowing ſkill he drives the future prey; 
Bids her decline the hill, and ſhun the brake, 
And ſhews the path her ſteed may ſafeſt take: 
Directs her ſpear to fix the glorious wound; 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumph nd,. „ 
And blows her praiſes in no common ſound. 

A falc'ner Henry is, when Emma hawks; 3 
With her of tarſels and of lures he talks: 


Great Venus muſt prefer the happy one,; 1 5 


Upon his wriſt the tow ring merlin ſtands," 8 
Practis'd to riſe and ſtoop at her commands 
„ e end 
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And han ſuperior now the bird has flown, 


And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down, mn | 


With humble rew'rence ke accoſts the fair 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet ſtill, as from the ſportive field ſhe goes 
His downcaſt eye reveals his inward'woes 3” 
And by his look and ſorrow is expreſ#'&; + | 

A nobler game purſu'd than bird or beaſt. 
A ſhepherd now along the plain he roves, 
And with his jolly pipe delights the groves. 


The neighb'ring ſwains around the ſtranger _" See 


Or to admire, or emulate his ſongz 


While with ſoft ſorrow he renews his layys 


Nor heedful of their envy nor their praiſ: 
But ſoon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 
His notes he raiſes to a nobler ftrain 
Wich dutiful reſpect and ftudious fer, 
Left any careleſs ſound offend her ear. © © 
A frantick gypſey now, the houſe he haunts, © 
And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants. | 
With the fond maids in palmiſtry he deals; 
(They tell the ſecret firſt which he reveals; a 
Says who ſhall wed;"and'who ſhall be begulbd: 


What groom ſhall get, and ſquire'maintain the child 1 11 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune Know, ©2 1 


A ſofter look unbends his op'ning brow ;/ 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in ſoft accents forms the Kind reply; 
That ſhe ſhall prove as fortunate as fair: 
And Hymen's choĩceſt gifts are all reſerv'd for her. oo 
| Now oft had Henry chang'd his ſly diſguiſe, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Emma's eyes; 
Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft the pangs of abſence to remore 
By letters, ſoft interpreters of love: 
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Till Time and Induſry (the mighty wy. 
That bring our wiſhes nearer to our 8 
' Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his vows with no reluQtant ear; 
That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 
And dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Henry's pain. 
While Cupid ſmil'd, by kind occaſion bleſs'd; 
And, with the ſecret kept, the love increas d; 
The am'rous youth frequents the filent groves, 
And much he meditates, for much he loves, 5 
He loves, tis true, and is belov'd again: | 
Great are his joys ; but will they long remain 3 
Emma with ſmiles receives his preſent flame; 
But, ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame? 
| Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds, 
And ſummer ſeas are turn'd by ſudden winds : 
Another love may gain her eaſy youth; 
Time changes thought, and flatt'ry conquers truth. 
O impotent eſtate of human life! 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ſtrife; 
Where fleeting joy does laſting doubt inſpire, 
And moſt we queſtion, what we moſt deſire. 
Amongſt thy various gifts, great Heav'n, beſtow 
Our cup of love unmix'd ; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
, With nauſeous grief: for our ill hr ought. 
" Hardly enjoys the pleaſurable tafte,; - 
Or deems it not ſincere, or fears it cannot laſt. 
With eee with Jalan append, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt): | 
By one great trial he reſolves to prove - 
The faith of woman, and the force of er 
If, ſcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame incloſe a ſteady mind, | 
He'll fix his hope of future joy ſecure, 
1 If Nine live a flaye to Hymen' s happy pow'r r: 
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And to each, ſwain the. myſtick honour ſheẽ z 
The gift Rill prais'd, the. giver kill unknown.. . | 


But if the fair-one, as he- fears, is, all ß. 9mi'T 110 5 
If, pois'd aright in Reaſon's equal ſcale, 4d 5 
Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail; 


His mind he vows to. free from am” rous care, * 


The latent miſchief from his heart to tear, 
Reſume his azure arms, and ſhine again in war. 
South of the caſtle, i in a verdant glade, fy tene 


A ſpreading beech extends her friendly. wg 1 rb 


Here oft the nymph his breathing vows had heard, 
Here oft her ſilence had her heart declar'd. 1 
As active Spring awak'd her infant buds, - I 55 * aa} oF 


And genial life inform'd the verdant woods, 


Henry, in knots. involving Emma's name, 
Had half expreſs'd, and half conceal'd his fame, * 
Upon this tree; and, as the tender mark 


Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark,,.. PI 0 5 N - 


Venus had heard the virgin's ſoft addreſs, i val frond 
That, as the wound, the paſſion might increaſe, 1 
As potent Nature ſhed her kindly ſhow' rs, 


And deck'd the various mead with op' ning . 
Upon this tree the nymph's obli ag 


Had left a frequent, wreath for Henry? s hair; % L f bn 


4 


Which, as with. gay delight the lover found, 1 1 


Pleas'd with his conqueſts with, her — 
Glorious thro? all the plains he oft had gone 


His ſecret note the troubled Henry writes; 7 _ 5 N th 


To the known tree the lovely maid inyites: e 


4. 


Imperfect words and dubious terms expreſs, 


That unforeſeen miſchance: diſturb'd his peace F | va ; 


That he muſt ſomething te her ear com mend. 
On which her conduct and his life depend. We b en | | 
Soon as the fay-ohe. had the. 1 DON Ut fl 1 


The remnant of the day alone dhe-grifv'd; -. 1 „ 675 
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For dif rent this from ev'ty former note, 
Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote; vii AF 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid HE, | 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid 1 
Which always bleſs'd her eyes, and own'd 115 bene, N 
And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. | vh 
0 Now night advanc'd: tlie houſe in ſleep were TY | 1 
The nurſe experienc'd, and the prying maid; , 4 
At laſt, that ſprite which does inceſſant haunt „„ TOON 1 
'T he lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden auritz / | - 8 
To her dear Henry, Emma wings her way, ; 2 by. 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay, 1 I” 
F or Love, fantaſtick pow 'r, that is afraid en ont 5 g b 
To ſtir abroad till watchfulneſs be laid, . _ 
Undaunted, then, o'er cliffs and vallies ſtrays, mg hy 
And leads his vot'ries ſafe thro* pathleſs ways: ee if 
Not Argus, with his hundred eyes, r 
Where Cupid goes; tho“ he, poor guide! is blind. . 4 
The maiden firſt arriving, ſent her ee i} 
To aſk if yet it's chief delight were nigh: . 
With fear and with deſire, with joy and pain, t 1 
She ſees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 10 „ | 1 1 
But, oh! his me « ALD REST, 3 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are caſt ; | 
His artful boſom heaves diſſembled/ſighs, 00 
And tears, ſuborn'd, fall copious from his 1 To n 
With eaſe, alas! we credit 0-6 ae 3 | 
His painted grief does real forfow move Jr ax Dye” 11 
In the afflicted fair; adown e [9G Ko? „„ 
Trickling, the genuine tears their current breal :. 1 
Attentive ſtood the mournful” nymph: JREY man FLY | 
Broke filence ſirſt; the eee ran. CLUDE net e TED 4% 
0 +7 eee e ei eee = 15 3 25 
F: 3 Sincere, O tell me; hafixiwuifna a pain; PUBL n Labs nods 
Emma, beyond what woman knows 26 eig? is 
Has thy uncertain boſom eber ſtrove 15 0 55 COVE 5 3 — = 
Wich the firſt tumults of a feal love? ere, 1 4 
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Haſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſs'd. his ſway; 
By turns averſe, and joyful to obey? _ 
Thy virgin ſoftneſs haſt thou e'er bewail'd, 


As reaſon yielded, and as love prevail'd? 
And wept. the potent god's reſiſtleſs dart, 
His killing pleaſure, his extatick ſmart, 

And heav'nly poiſon thrilling thro? thy heart? 
If fo, with pity view my wretched ſtate; 


At leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate: 


To ſome more happy knight reſerve thy ab 1 


By Fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful arms; 


And only, as the ſun's revolving ray 5 
Brings back each year this melancholy day, 
Permit one ſigh, and ſet apart one tear, ö 


To an abandon'd exile? s endleſs care. 


For me, alas! outcaſt of human race, 


Love's anger only waits, and dire diſgrace; . _ 


For, lo! theſe hands in murder are imbru'd, 
_ Theſe trembling feet by Juſtice are purſu'd : 


Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away; 
A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtay; _ 
And I, this night, muſt fly from thee and love, 


Condemn'd in n woods, a 1 n. to rove. 


„„ ee 
What 1s our blis, that changeth with hd x moon; 


And day of life, that darkens ere tis noon? 
What is true paſſion, if unbleſs'd it dies? 


And where is Emma's joy, if Henry dies? 


If love, alas! be pain, the pain I bear 


No thought can figure, and no tongue — 
Neꝰ er faithful woman felt, nor falſe- one feign'd, 


The flames which long have in my boſom reign'd: -- —_ 
| The god of Love himſelf inhabits there, 


With all his rage, and dread, and grief, = = 
His complement of ſtores, and total war. 
O!] ceaſe, then, coldly to ſuſpect my love, 


And let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. 
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Alas! no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare, 

Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; 

No future ftory ſhall with truth upbraid 

The cold indifP rence of the Nut-brown Maid; 

Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run, 

While careleſs Emma ſleeps on beds of down. 

View me reſolv'd, where'er thou lead'ſt to go, 

Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe; 

For I atteſt fair Venus and her fon, ' 

That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone.” ti 
HENRY. 

Let Prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous W 
And take good heed what men will think and A 20 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courſes took, 

Fer father's houſe and civil life forſook ; 
That full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that leſſen'd fame is ne'er regain'd, ; 
And virgin honour, once, is always ſtain'd: .,  __ * 
_ Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhun ; 
Better not do the deed, than weep it done; 
No penance can abſolve our guilty fame, 
Nor tears, that waſh out fin, can waſh out ſhame, 
Then fly the ſad effects of deſp'rate love, 

And leave a baniſh'd man thro? lonely woods to rove. 
| EMMA. 
ny Lamas hapleſs caſe be falſely told, 
By the raſh young, or the ill-natur'd old ; 
Let ev'ry tongue it's various cenſures chuſe, 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe; 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant beams will raiſe, 
And Malice, vanquiſh'd, heightens Virtue's praiſe. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight, | 
O, let my preſence make thy travels light! 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenſorious Fame; 

— Nor 
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Nor from that buſy demon's eſs pow 'r iro on 14:5 
Will ever Emma other/grace-1mplore;” 1 won 
Than that this truth ſhould to the world be 8 55 
That I. of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 4 

- 24 8EO&Y | 
But canſt thou wield che ſword, and band the bow 2 


With active force repel the ſturdy foe? % 28. 


When the loud tumult ſpeaks the battle nigh (167 bun! 


And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fly; 
Wilt hows che tet e 355.0164 1 


Perform thy part, and ſhare the:dang'rous day? 


Then, as thy ſtrength decays,” thy heart will fail, 
Thuy limbs all trembling, and thy — 2 
With fruitleſs ſorrow, thou, inglorious maid, - 1 er 
Wilt weep thy ſafety; by thy: loue betray d 


Then to thy friend, by ſoes 0 ans, Jo deny. 


Thy little uſeleſs aid, 'andicowandiflyg + oo ow ot * . 
Then wilt thou curſe the chance that * 8 


A baniſh'd man, ee, eee rove. 

inn beide 

With fatal certainty Thaleſtris knew | rd r 

To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 56» 
And, great in arms, and foremoſt in the war. 
Bonduca brandiſn'd high the Britiſh ſpear. . 1 rn | 
Could thirſt of Vengeance, and defire of Fame. 
Excite the female breaſt with martial flame? 


And ſhall. not Love's diviner pow'r inſpire 


More hardy virtue, and more gen'rous fire? 
Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant I'll abide, 


And fall, or vanquiſh, fighting by thy ſide 35 
Tho? my inferior ſtrength may not allo walz... 


That I ſhould bear or draw the s ain t 
With ready hand I will the ſhaft ſupply / 


And joy to fee thy viclor arrowus f. 


Touch'd in the battle by the hoſtile reed. Yo op 
Shouldſt oye (but Heav'n arent it 1 ſhould "gal bleed; 


+ 10 
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To ſtop the wounds my fineſt lawn I'd tear, 

Waſh them with tears, and wipe them with my hair; 

Bleſs'd, when my dangers and my toils have ſhewn, 

'That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 
HENRY. 

But canſt thou, tender maid, canſt thou ſuſtain 
Afflictive want, or hunger's preſſing pain? 

Thoſe limbs, in lawn and ſofteſt filk array'd, 
From ſun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they reſiſt 
The parching Dog-ſtar, and the bleak North-eaſt ! 
When, child by adverſe ſnows and beating rain, 
Me tread with weary ſteps the longſome plain 

When with hard toil we ſeek our ev'ning food, 
Berries and acorns, from the neighb'ring wood; 
And find among the cliffs no other houſe 
But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs ; 
Wilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine eye 
Around the dreary waſte, and weeping try 
(Tho? then, alas ! that trial be too late) 


C 


To find thy father's hoſpitable gate,  _ = 


And ſeats where Eaſe and Plenty brooding ſate ? 
Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded, thou muſt mourn ; 
'That gate, for ever barr'd to thy return; 
| Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 
And hate a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove ? 
; | EMMA. e 
Thy riſe of fortune did I only wed, 
From it's decline determin'd to recede ? 
Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee 
On the- ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſea, 
While gentle zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales, 
And Fortune's favour fills the ſwelling fails ; 
But would forſake the ſhip, and make the ſhore, 
When the winds whiſtle and the tempeſts roar ? 
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Our loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; 
Nor wild, nor deep, our common way divide. 

When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouze the bounding prey, 
The cave with moſs and branches Ill adorn, 
And chearful fit to wait my lord's return: 
And when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten deer, 
(For ſeldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err) 
P11 fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood, 
And ftrike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food; 
With humble duty, and officious hafte, 
I'll cull the fartheſt mead for thy repaſt ; 
The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt ſpring : 
And when at night, with weary toil oppreſs'd, 
Soft {lumbers thou enjoy'ſt, and wholeſome reft, 
Watchful I'll guard thee, and with midnight pray'r 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their. care; 
And joyous aſk, at morn's returning ray, 
If thou haſt health, and I may bleſs the day. 
My thoughts ſhall fix, my lateſt wiſh depend | 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend! 
By all theſe ſacred names be Henry known 


No, Henry, no: one ſacred oath has ty'd | 


To Emma's heart; and, grateful, let him own, 
That ſhe, of all mankind, could love but him alone. 
HENRY. 
Vainly thou tell ſt me what the woman's care 

Shall in the wildneſs of the wood prepare: 

Thou, ere thou go'ſt, unhappieſt of thy kind! 
Muſt leave the habit and the ſex behind. 
No longer ſhall thy comely treſſes break 

In flowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck ; 

Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 

In graceful braids, with various ribband bound; 

No 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
No longer ſhall the boddice, aptly lac'd, 


From thy full boſom to thy flender waiſt, 


That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 


Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs ; 


Nor ſhall thy lower garments artful plait, 


From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 


Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 


And double ev'ry charm they ſeek to hide. 

Th” ambroſial plenty of thy ſhining hair, 
Cropp'd off and loft, ſcarce lower than thy ear, 
Shall ſtand uncouth ; an horſeman's coat ſhall hide 
'Thy taper ſhape, and comelineſs of ſide; | 
The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhew thy foot and knee, 


Licentious, and to common eye-ſight free; 


And with a bolder ſtride, and looſer Rita: : 
Mingled with men, a man thou muſt appear. 
Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 


| Miſtaken maid, ſhalt thou in foreſts find : 


Tis long ſince Cynthia and her train were there, 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 


Vagrants and outlaws ſhall offend thy view, 


For ſuch muſt be my friends, a hideous crew! _ 
By adverſe fortune mix'd in ſocial ill, 


Train'd to aſſault, and diſciplin'd to kill; 


Their common loves a lewd abandon'd pack, 
The beadle's laſh ſtill flagrant on their back; 


By ſloth corrupted, by diſorder fed, 


Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread: 


With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious day, 


- 


Aſſiſt their violence, and divide their prey; 
With ſuch ſhe muſt return at ſetting light, 
Tho? not partaker, witneſs of their night. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable ſounds 

And pitying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeſt obſcene and vulgar nbaldry, 

The ul- bred: queſtion and the lewd reply; 


2D:3- Brought, 
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Brought, by long habitude, from bad to worſe, 
Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wretches war, 
And blaſphemy, ſad comrade of deſpair, 
Now, Emma, now the laſt reflection make, 
What thou wouldſ follow, what thou muſt forſake ; 
By our ill-omen'd ſtars and adverſe heav'n, 
No middle object to thy choice is giv*n : 
Or yield thy virtue to attain thy love, 
Or leave a baniſh'd man, condemn'd i in woods to rove. 
| EMMA. 
a grief of heart ! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates; 
Mix thee amongſt the bad, or make thee run 
Too near the paths which Virtue bids thee ſhun. 
Vet with her Henry ſtill let Emma go; 
With him abhor the vice, but ſhare the woe : 
And, ſure, my little heart can never err, 
Amidſt the worſt, if Henry ſtill be there. 
Our outward a& is prompted from within, 
And from the ſinner's mind proceeds the fin : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approv'd, 
Nor by the force of outward objects mov'd. 
Who has aſlay'd no danger, gains no praiſe, 
In a ſmall iſle, amidſt the wideſt ſeas, 
Triumphant Conſtancy has fix'd her ſeat : * 
In vain the Syrens ſing, the tempeſts beat; 5 
Their flatt'ry ſne rejects, nor fears their threat. 
For thee alone theſe little charms I dreſs'd, 
Condemn'd them, or abſolv'd them, by thy teſt ; 
In comely figure rang'd, my jewels ſhone, 
Or negligently plac'd, for thee alone: 
For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide; 
The woman, Henry, ſhall put off her pride 
For thee ; my cloaths, my ſex, exchang'd for thee, 
- P11 mingle with the people's wretched le: 
O line extreme of human infamy ! a 
: Wanting 
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Wanting the ſeiſſars, with theſe hands Lll tear 
(If that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair; 
Black ſoot, or yellow walnut, ſhall diſgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face ; 3 


Leſt by my look or colour be expreſs'd, 

The mark of aught high-born, or ever better dreſs'd. 
Vet, in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 

Let me be grateful ſtill to Henry's eyes; 

Loſt to the world, let me to him be known; 3 


Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my breaſt, 1 8 ! 


My fate I can abſolve, if he ſhall own, 5 


That, leaving all mankind, I love but him alone. 
„ MENKY-. 

O. wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 1 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 
E'en honour dubious, thou preferr'ſt to go 5 
Wild to the woods with me: ſaid Emma fo? 

Or did I dream what Emma never ſaid ? 
O guilty error! and, O wretched maid ! 


With him who next ſhould tempt her eaſy fame, 

And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible flame. 

Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex? ? 
Confeſs thy frailty, and avow the ſex : 

No longer looſe deſire for conſtant love 

Miſtake ; but ſay, 'tis man with whom thou long'ſt to rove. 

EMMA. 

| Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames, and ſwords, 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words? 

Yet what could ſwords or poiſon, racks or flame, : 

But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame! 

More fatal Henry's words, they murder Emma's fame. 

And fall theſe ſayings from that gentle tongue, 

Where civil ſpeech and ſoft perſuaſion hung? 
' Whoſe artful ſweetneſs and harmonious ſtrain, 

Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 


Whoſe roving fancy would reſolve the ſame } 
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And, whilſt it Henry's glowing flame convey'd, 
Still blam'd the coldneſs of the Nut-brown Maid? 
Let envious Jealouſy and canker'd Spite  _ ; 


Call'd fighs, and tears, and wiſhes, to it's aid, | 


Produce my actions to ſevereſt light, 
And tax my open day or ſecret night. _ 
Did e'er my tongue ſpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part? 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal, 8 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell? 
And haſt thou, Henry, in my conduct znown n, 
One fault, but that which J muſt ever own, | 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee one? 
HENRY 
Vainly thou talk'ſt of loving me alone; 
Each man is man, and all our ſex is one: 
Falſe are our words, and fickle is our mind qm 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laſt, or promiſes to bind. 
By Nature prompted, and for empire ws 
Alike by ſtrength or cunning we invade : 
When, arm'd with rage, we march againſt the foe, 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow; 3 
When, fir'd with paſſion, we attack the fair, 
Deluſive ſighs and brittle vows we bear; 
Our falſhood and our arms have equal uſe, 
As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 
The fooliſh heart thou gav'ſt, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be leſs wretched, be no longer true; | 
What ftrives to fly thee, why ſhouldſt thou purſue ? 
Forget the preſent flame, indulge a new): | 2 
Single the lovelieſt of the am'rous youth; 
Aſk for his vow, but hope not for his truth. | 
The next man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, implore, perſiſt, o'ercome, and leave. 


Hence, 
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Hence, let thy Cupid aim his arrows right ; 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhun trouble, ſeek delight ; 
Change thou the firſt, nor wait thy lover's flight. 
Why ſhouldſt thou weep? Let Nature judge our caſe, 
I ſaw thee young and fair; purſu'd the chace 
Of youth and beauty : I another ſaw, 
Fairer and younger ; yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purſu'd 
More youth, more beauty; bleſs'd viciflitude ! 
My active heart ſtill keeps it's priſtine flame; 
The object alter'd, the deſire the ſame. 
This younger, fairer, pleads her rightful charms ; 
With preſent pow'r compels me to her arms: 
And much I fear, from my ſubjected mind, 
(If beauty's force to conſtant love can bind) 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd ; | 
And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With 1dle clamours of a broken vow. 
Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err | 
So wide, to hope that thou may live with her: 
Love, well thou know'ſt, no partnerſhip allows; 
Cupid averſe, rejects divided vows. 
Then, from thy fooliſh heart, vain maid, remove 


An uſeleſs ſorrow, and an ill-ſtarr'd love; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to rove. 


| EMMA. | 
Are we in life through one great error led? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd? | : 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worſt ? 
Am I of mine the moſt compleatly curs'd ? 
Yet let me go with thee; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 
This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
This happy object of our diff*rent care, 
Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 
A ſervant, (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend.) 


What 
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What ſhe mand, inceſſant PI prepare ; 


I'll weave her garlands, and Ill plait her hair: 
My buſy diligence ſhall deck her hoard, 


{For there, at leaſt, I may approach my lord) 
And when her Henry's fofter hours adviſe ; 


His ſervant's abſence, with dejected eyes 


Far I'll recede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 

Yet, when increaſing grief brings flow diſeaſe, 
And ebbing life, on terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have it's little lamp no longer fed; 


When Henry's miſtreſs ſhews him Emma dead; 


Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglect: 


With virgin honours let my hearſe be deck'd, 


And decent embiem; and, at leaſt, perſuade 


This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where ſhe, 


With frequent eye, my ſepulchre may ſee. _ 
The nymph, amidſt her joys, may haply breathe 
One pious ſigh, reflecting on my death; 

And the ſad fate which ſhe may one day prove, 


Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
And thou, foreſworn, thou, cruel as thou art, 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart, 


Thou, ſure, muſt give one thought, and drop « one tear, 


To her whom love abandon'd to deſpair ; 
To her who, dying, on the wounded ſtone, ! 


Bid it in laſting characters be known, 
'F hat, of mankind, ſhe loy'd but thee alone. 
5 nnr. 
Hear: ſolemn Jove ; and, . Venus, hear; 


And thou, bright maid, believe me whilſt I ſwear; 


No time, no change, no future flame, . ſhall move 
The well-plac'd baſis of my laſting love. 


At leaſt, excuſe a trial too ſevere ;_ 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 


O, pow'rful virtue! O, victorious fair! | — g | 


No 
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No baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
Entreats thy pardon, and implores thy love: 
No perjur'd knight deſires to quit thy arms, 
Fiaireſt collection of thy ſex's charms ; 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
As thou may'ſt wiſh, ſhall all his life employ, 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy! 
In me behold the potent Edgar's heir; 
IIluſtrious earl! him terrible in war, | 
Let Loyre confeſs; for ſhe has felt his FO 
And, trembling, fled before the Britiſh lord : 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows; 
For ſhe amidſt his ſpacious meadows flows, 
nclines her urn upon his fatten'd lands, 
And ſees his num'rous herds imprint her ſands, | 
And thou, my fair, my dove! ſhalt raiſe thy thought 
To greatneſs next to empire; ſhalt be brought 
With folemn pomp to my paternal ſeat, 
Where peace and plenty on thy word ſhall wait: 
_ Muſick and ſong ſhall wake the marriage-day, 
And while the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay, 
Myrtles and roſes ſhall obſtruct her way. 

5 Friendſhip ſhall ſtill thy ev'ning feaſts adorn, 
And blooming Peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn ; 
Succeeding years their happy race ſhall run, 

And age, unheeded by delight, come on; 
While yet ſuperior Love ſhall mock his pow'r; 
And when old Time ſhall turn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd knot unfold, 
What reſts of both, one ſepulchre ſhall hold. 
.._ Hence, then, for ever, from my Emma's breaſt, 
| {That heav'n of ſoftneſs, and that ſeat of reſt) 
Ve doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love; 
Scatter'd by winds recede, and wild in foreſts rove. 
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EMMA. 
O day! ths faireſt ſure that ever roſe ; 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 


O! wing'd with pleaſure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tincture of thy white. 
Yet tell thy vot'ry, potent queen of Love, - 


Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight, ? 


Henry, my Henry, will he never rove? _ 
Will he be ever kind, and juſt, and good ? 


And is there yet no miſtreſs in the wood ?— _ | 
None, none there is; the thought was raſh and vain, 


A falſe idea, and a fancy'd pain. 


Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd . 


And anxious Jealouſy's corroding ſmart; 
Nor other inmate ſhall inhabit there, 5 
But ſoft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing 8 


Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 


And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 


If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands, 
And ſheds her treaſure with unweary'd hands, 
Her preſent favour cautious I'll embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd grace 


If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, 


And tries her pinions, flutt'ring to be bone, 


Secure of mind PI obviate her intent, HY 82 


And, unconcern'd, return the goods ſhe lent. 
Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery, feel, 


From any turn of her fantaſtick wheel: 


Friendſhip's great laws, and Love's ſuperior pow'rs, 
Muſt mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create. 


_ I muſt my bleſſings or my ſorrows date, 


And Henry's will muſt dictate Emma's fate. 
Yet, while with cloſe delight and inward pride, 


(Which from the world my careful ſoul ſhall hide) 


| | rae flops Ns | I ſee 
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I ſee thee, lord and end of my deſire, 
Exalted high as virtue can require, 
With pow'r inveſted, and with pleaſure chear'd, 
_ Sought by the good, by the oppreſſor fear'd, 
Loaded and bleſs'd with all the afluent ſtore 
Which human vows at ſmoaking ſhrines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 
My life ſubſervient only to thy joy, 
And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs, ſhown _ _ 
To her who, of mankind, could love but thee alone. 


While thus the conſtant pair alternate ſaid, © _ * 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and ſportive loves, a num'rous crowd; = 
Smiling they. clapp'd their wings, and low gd bow'd 
They tumbled all their little quivers oer, 
To chuſe propitious ſhafts. a precious ſtore, , 
That when their god ſhould take his future darts, 
To ſtrike (however rarely) conſtant hearts, 
His happy {ill might proper arms emplor 
All tipp'd with pleaſure, and all wing'd with jj; 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imitate _ 
Theſe lovers conſtancy, ſhould ſhare their fate. 
The queen of Beauty ſtopp'd her bridled doves, 
Approv'd the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear, 90 
And to the triumph call'd the god of War: 07 
Soon as ſhe calls, the god 4s always near. ; D | 
Now, Mars,” 'ſhe ſaid, * let Fame exalt her voice, 
Nor let thy conqueſts only be her choice 
© But when ſhe ſings great Edward from the field 


< Return'd, the hoſtile ſpear and captive ſhield _ 


In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to yield. 
And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall compleat 
a * The- years deſign'd to perfect Britain's ſtate, 
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© The ſwift-wing'd power ſhall take her trump again, | 


© To ing her fav'rite Anna's wond'rous reign; 
© To recolle&t unweary'd Marlbro's toils, 

© Old Rufus“ Hall unequal to his fpoils; 

© The Brittſh ſoldier from his high command 


© Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquiſh'd by his n ; 


© Let her at leaſt perform what I deſire, 
With ſecond breath the vocal braſs inſpire, 
© And tell the nations, in no vulgar ſtrain, 
© What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 


© And when thy tumults and thy fights are pew d, 5 


And when thy laurels at my feet are caſt, 


Faithful may'ſt thou, like Britiſh Henry, prove; 


„And, Emma- like, let me return thy love. 


© Renown'd for truth let all thy ſons appear, 


And conſtant Beauty ſhall reward their care.“ 
Mars ſmil'd, and bow'd : the Cyprian deity 
Turn'd to the g'orious ruler of the ſky; _ 


„And thou,” ſhe ſmiling ſaid, · great god of days 
© And verſe, behold my deed, and fing my praiſe 6 5 


« As on the Britiſh earth, my fav'rite iſle, 
© Thy gentle rays and kindeſt influence ſmile, . 


* 'Thro' all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 


© Proclaim with joy theſe memorable loves: 
From ev'ry annual courſe let one great day, 
| © To celebrated ſports and floral play, | 
| © Be ſet aſide; and in the ſofteſt lays 
Of thy poetick ſons, be ſolemn praiſe, 
And everlaſting marks of honour, paid 
N the t true Lover and the Nut- brown Mad. 


ne en HG 7 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY: 


A LETTER TO SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 


'BY HENRY FIELDING, "ITY 


SIR, 
W HIL E at the ketta of Hate you ride, 
Our nation's envy and it's pride ; 

| While foreign courts with wonder gaze, 
And juſtly all your counſels praiſe, 


Which, in contempt of faction's force, | 


Steer, tho? oppos'd, a ſteady courſe; 

Would you not wonder, Sir, to view 

| Your bard a greater man than you? 
And yet the ſequel proves it true.“ 

You know, Sir, certain ancient fellows, 

Philoſophers, and others, tell us, 
That no alliance e' er between. 
Greatneſs and happineſs is ſeen; 
If ſo, may Heaven ſtill deny 
To you, to be as great as I. 

| Beſides, we're taught, it does behove us, 
To think thoſe greater who're above us: 
Another inſtance of my glory, 
Who live above you twice two ſtory, 
And from my garret can look down, 
As from an hill, on half the town. 
Greatneſs by poets ſtill is painted, 
With many followers acquainted: 

This too does in my favour fpeak, 

Your levee is but twice a week; 

From mine I can exclude but one day ; 
My door is quiet on a Sunday. 

The diſtance, too, at which they bow, 

Does my ſuperior greatneſs ſhew. 
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Familiar you to admiration, 
May be approach'd by all the nation ; 
While I, like Great Mogul in Indo, 
Am never ſeen but at a window. 

The family that dines the lateſt, 
Is in our ſtreet eſteem'd the greateſt ; 
But greater him we ſurely call, 
Who hardly deigns to dine at all. 

If with my greatneſs you're offended, 
The fault is eaſily amended : 
You have it, Sir, within your power 
To take your humble ſervant lower. 


1. 0 NoÞ 


1 krror. 


BY DR. AKENSIDE. 


OO much my heart of beauty s pow'r hath known, 
Too long to Love hath/Reaſon left her throne; 
Too long my genius mourn'd his myrtle chain, 
And three rich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 
My wiſhes, lulPd with foft inglorious dreams, 
Forgot the patriot's and the ſage's themes : 
Thro' each elyſian vale and fairy grove, 
Thro' all th? enchanted paradiſe of love. 
Miſled by ſickly Hope's deceitful flame, 
Averſe to action, and renouncing fame, 
At laſt the viſionary ſcenes decay; 7 
My eyes, exulting, bleſs the new-born day; 
Whoſe faithful beams detect the dangerous road _ 
In which my heedleſs feet ſecurely trod, 
And ſtrip the phantoms of their lying charms,  _ 
That lur'd my foul from Wiſdom's peaceful arms. 
| For 
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1 or hee ſtreams, and banks beſpread with flow” ts, 

For moſſy couches, and harmonious bow'rs, 
Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, 
And rocks, hung dreadful o'er unfathom'd floods: 
For openneſs of heart, for tender ſmiles, 
Looks fraught with love, and wrath-diſarming wiles, 
Lo! ſullen ſpite, and perjur'd luſt of gain, 
And cruel pride, and crueller diſdain; 
Lo! cordial faith to idiot airs refin'd, 
Now coolly civil, now trauſporting kind. 
For graceful eaſe, lo! affectation walks, 
And dull half-ſenſe for wit and wiſdom talks. 
New to each hour, what low delight ſucceeds, 
What precious furniture of hearts and heads! 
By nought their prudence, but by getting, known ; 
And all their courage in deceiving ſhewn. 
See next what plagues attend the lover's ſtate, 
What frightful forms of terror, ſcorn, and hate! 
See burning Fury heav'n and earth defy |! 
See dumb Deſpair ih icy fetters lie! 
See black Suſpicion bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himſelf to view! _ 
And fond Belief, with all a lover's flame, 
Sinks in thoſe arms. that point his head with ſhame. 
There wan Dejection, fault'ring as he goes, 
In ſhades and ſilence vainly ſeeks repoſe ; 
Muſing thro' pathleſs wilds conſumes the day, 
Then loſt in darkneſs, weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay crowd of Luxury advance, 
Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 
On ev'ry head the roſy garland glows, 
In ev'ry hand the golden goblet flows. 
The Syren views them with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at baſhful Virtue as ſhe flies. 
But ſee behind, where Scorn and Want appear, 
The grave remonſtrance, and the witty ſneer ! 
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See fell Remorſe, in action prompt to dart 
Her ſnaky poiſon thro' the conſcious heart! 
And Sloth, to cancel, with oblivious ſhame, 
The fair memorial of recording Fame 

Are theſe delights that one would wiſh to gain? 
Is this. th' elyſium of a ſober brain? 
To wait for happineſs in female ſmiles, 15 
Bear all her ſcorn, be caught with all her wiles; 


With pray'rs, with bribes, with lyes, her pity crave, 


Bleſs her hard bonds, and boaſt to be her ſlave ; 
To feel, for trifles, a diſtracting train 
Of hopes and terrors, equally in vain ; | 
This hour to tremble, and the next to glow; 
Can pride, can ſenſe, can reaſon ſtoop ſo low? - 
When Virtue, at an eaſier price, diſplays 
The ſacred wreaths of honourable praiſe ; 
When Wiſdom utters her divine decree, 

To laugh at pompous Folly, and be free. 
I bid adieu, then, to theſe woeful ſcenes 3 
J bid adieu to all the ſex of queens; | 
Adieu to ev'ry ſuf ring, fimple foul, 
That let's a woman's will his eaſe controul. 
There, laugh, ye witty; and rebuke, ye grave! 
For me, I ſcorn to boaſt that I'm a flave. - 
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 
Joy to my heart! my wiſhes are my own! 
Farewel the female heav'n, the female hell! 

To the great god of love a glad farewel! 
Is this the triumph of thy awful name? 
Are theſe the ſplendid hopes that urg'd thy aim, 
When firſt my boſom qwn'd thy liaughty ſway ? 
When thus Minerva heard thee, boaſting, fay— 


Go, martial maid, elſewhere thy-arts employ, 


Nor hope to ſhelter that devoted boy: 
Go, teach the ſolemn ſons of care and age, 


The penſive ſtateſman, and che midnight lage 3 


The 
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© The young with me muſt other leſſons prove; 
_ ©. Youth calls for pleaſure, pleaſure calls for love. 
© Behold his heart thy grave advice diſdains, 
© Behold 1 bind him in eternal chains,” 
Alas! great Love, how idle was the boaſt ! 
Thy chains are broken, and thy leſſons loft, 
Thy wilful rage has tir'd my ſuff' ring heart, 
And paſſion, reaſon, forc'd thee to depart. 
But wherefore doſt thou linger on thy way? 
Why vainly ſearch for ſome pretence to ſtay, 
When crowds of vaſſals court thy pleaſing yoke, 
And countleſs victims bow them to the ſtroke ? 
Lo! round thy ſhrine a thouſand youths advance, 
Warm with the gentle ardours of romance; 
Each longs t' aſſert thy cauſe with feats of arms. 
And make the world confeſs Dulcinea's charms. 
Ten thouſand girls, with flow” ry chaplets crown'd, 
To groves and ſtreams thy tender triumph ſound; 
Each bids the ſtream in murmurs ſpeak her flame, 
Each calls the grove to ſigh her ſhepherd's name. 
But if thy pride ſuch eaſy honour ſcorn, 
If nobler trophies muſt thy toil adorn, 
Behold yon flow'ry antiquated maid 
Bright in the bloom of threeſcore years difplay'd ; 
Her ſhalt thou bind in thy delightful chains, = 
And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins ; 1 
Her froſty cheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, We 7.) 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 
Turn then thy labours to the ſervile crowd, 
Entice the wary, and controul the proud; 
Make the ſad miſe. his beſt gains forego, 
The ſolemn ſtateſman ſigh to be a beau; 
The bold coquette with fondeſt paſſion burn, 
The. Bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn ; 
And that chief glory of thy pow'r maintain, 
0 To poiſe ambition 1 in a female brain.“ | 
— 3 F | Ze 
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Be theſe thy triumphs, but no more preſume 
That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 
T'know thy puny force, thy ſimple wiles ; _ 
I break triumphant thro? thy flimſy toils; 
1 ſee thy dying lamp's laſt languid-glow, _ 
Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac'd thy bow ; 
I feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, . 
To active ſcience, and ingenuous fame: _ 
; Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 
And loſe, with pride, the lover in the man. 


LY CID AS. 
| 4 MONODY. 
By. MR, Joun MILTON. 


LT once more, 0 ye laurels: and once more 
Ye myrtles brown, with i ivy never ſere, 

I come to pluck your berries harſh and crude, 

And with forc'd fingers rude 75 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing rear. 18 5 

Bitter conſtraint, and ſad occaſion dear, 

Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due: 

For Lycidas i is dead, dead ere his, prime; B 0 it; 
Voung Lycidas! and hath not left his peer. n 
Who would not ſing for Lycidas ? he knew 

Himſelf to ſing, and build the lofty Ae. | 
He muſt not float upon his wat'ry bier 

Unwept, and welter to the parching SY 

Without the meed of ſome melons: teur. 


This poem was RT upon the eee and Late death of Mr. 
Edward King, ſon of Sit John King ſecretary for Ireland, (a fellow - collegian 
and intimate friend of our author) who, as he was going to viſit his relations 
in Ireland, was drowned. on the roth of 18059 16375 and in the 25th ur 
of his age. Dr. NEWTox, 


Begin 


— 
Uummtklln 


iſh 


—— 
— 
i 


Iwo 


I 


fa 


ell 


— = | 
- E WV | — 
2, \ nl 

"n Uh {OS 


1 
lll 15 


22 — 


ALA 


i 


"rm 


= 


1 : $90 
0 
771 fd 


5 — g ih 


(pine 
| | ji 


— —— -_ 
2 — OS 


r 
9 6 


NN 


m 


0 
"0 
ig, 
* 


'' 
ne 


ö 


4% 
l Wt hl 
100 
hr 10% 
%,“ 


0 it 


WH . 
7,0 
wt! NW 
1700 160 j f 
g 10 

"; 


* 


\ 
4h 


' 
ASTM 


IN 


— — 


* 
* 


PTR 


TRI! 1s 


FO 3; 


I Wen 


en — 
— e * 


= — 7 


— — — — a LY N 


— 
» 


i, 


' LEM 
4170 | 
U U _ 
HOC 


3 


Ml 
i 


o 


i 2 4 % 
t 

1 i 
h 166 % 


an i, 
65 11 j 
1 MUIR 
10 4 
* 5 „ 
! 4 
5 
%%% 
ow LING UM * 
MATH 65 LÆ＋—⁴ 
ANTI] 605 J 
ny ! 1% 110 N 
W , 1.5 
7270 IRON 
*4 vg 


„ „ 


' Es 
8 


Affe 


i 1H 
Wh j %%, 
N 55 


15, N 
Oe 


44% %%, 
ON 
761 

N 


UN 4 oy = 


C 


— 
.- 


(Lan 


15 


oy 


* 


— 


intent 


2 
ROE — — 


77 
"A 


[ET "$1" 
- . - 
-& = 

_—__ 

. * « l 

* * — — — 


Publiſh as the Act directs by Hamon & Co 


Nov: 11781. 


* 
* 
Lo * 
* 
Fc 7 
* 
. 
* \ 
* — 
- 
* * 4 
5 4 * 
4 
* 
8 
4 WY 
* 
- - 
: * 
* 
* 
* 
* 
' 
i 
1 
- 
my * 
Ll 
* 
* 
* 
5 b * 
* 814 
: * 
o 
1 
1 * 
* 
* 
Py * + * 
- 
= 
* 
\ 
CY 
[ 
* 
- 
- 
- % 
4 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 411 


Begin then, ſiſters of the fucred well, 

That from beneath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring; 
Begin, and ſomewhat loudly ſweep the firing. 

Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe ! 

So may ſome gentle Muſe . 

With lucky words favour my deſtin'd urn; 

And as he paſſes turn, 

And bid fair peace be to my fable ſhroud: 

For we were nurs'd upon the ſelf-ſame hill, 

Fed the ſame flock, by fountain, ſhade, and rill, 

Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 
Under the op'ning eye-lids of the morn, 

We drove a-field, and both together heard 
What time the grey-fly winds her ſultry horn, 
Batt'ning our flocks with the freſh dews of night; 
Oft till the ſtar that roſe, at ev'ning, bright, 
Tow'rd Heav'n's deſcent had ſlop'd his weſt'ring wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute: 
Temper'd to th” oaten flute, | 
Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad ſound would not be abſent long; 
And old Damztas lov'd to hear our ſong. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gone; 
Now thou art gone, and never muſt return! 
Thee, ſhepherd, thee the woods, and deſart caves 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o 0'ergrown,. 
And all their echoes mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copſes green, 
Shall now no more be ſeen, 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy ſoft lays. 
As killing as the canker to the roſe, 
Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 
Or froſt to flow'rs that their gay wardrobe wear 
When firſt the white-thorn blows; 
Such, Lycidas, thy loſs to ſhepherds ear.. 
3 F 2 * Where 
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Where were ye, nymphs, when the remorſeleſs deep 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? S 
For neither were ye playing on the ſteep, 

Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie; 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high; 

Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wizard 1 
Ay me! I fondly dream | 
Had ye. been there; for what could that have done ? 
What could the Muſe herſelf that Orpheus bote, 
The Muſe herſelf for her enchanting ſon, 
Whom univerſal nature did lament, 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 

His goary viſage down the ſtream was ſent, 
Down the ſwift Hebrus to the Leſbian ſhore ? 
Alas! what boots it with inceſſant care 

To tend the homely ſlighted ſhepherd's trade, 
And ſtrictly meditate the thankleſs Muſe? 
Were it not better done, as others uſe, 

To ſport with Amaryllis in the ſhade, 

Or with the tangles of Neæra's hair? 

Fame is the ſpur that the clear ſpirit doth raiſe 

(That laſt infirmity of noble mind) 

To ſcorn delights, and live laborious days; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 

And think to burft out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th abhorred ſhears, 
And ſlits the thin-ſpun life. But not the pratſe,” 
Phoebus reply'd, and touch'd my trembling ears; 
* Fame 1s no plant that grows on mortal ſoil, 
© Nor in the gliſt'ring foil _ x 
Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour "RY 
But lives and ſpreads aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 
And perfect witneſs of all-judging Jove; 

As he pronounces laſtly on each deed, N 
Of ſo much fame in Heav'n expect thy meed. “. 


* 
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O fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd flood, 
Smooth-ſliding Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds, 
'That ftrain I heard was of a higher mood : 

But now my oat proceeds, 

And liſtens to the herald of the ſea 

That came in Neptune's plea. 

He aſk'd the waves, and aſk'd the felon winds, 


© What hard miſhap hath doom'd this gentle ſwain ? 


And queſtion'd ev'ry guſt of rugged wings 

That blows from off each beaked e 3 

They knew not of his ſtory. 

And ſage Hippotades their anſwer brings, 

That not a blaſt was from his dungeon ſtray'd: 

The air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sleek Panope with all her ſiſters play'd. 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 

Built in th' eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 

That ſunk ſo low that ſacred head of thine! 
Next Camus, reverend ſire, went footing ſlow, 

His mantle hairy, and his bonnet ſedge, 

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 

Like to that ſanguine flow'r inſcrib'd with woe: 


© Ah! who hath reft,* quoth he, th deareſt pledge: * 


Laſt came, and laſt did go, 

The pilot of the Galilean lake; 

Two maſly keys he bore of metals twain, 
(The golden opes, the iron ſhuts amain) 

He ſhook his miter'd locks, and ftern beſpake: 


How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, young ſwain, 


© Enow of ſuch as for their bellies ſake 
Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold! 
© Of other care they little reck*ning make, 
Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers feaſt, 
© And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt ; 


c Blind mouths ! that ſcarce themſelves know how to hold 


14 ſheep-hook, or date learn'd i l elſe the leaſt 
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That to the faithful herdman's art belongs! | 
What recks it them? What heed they? They are ſped: 
And when they liſt, their lean and flaſhy ſongs 
Grate on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched ſtraw. 
The hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed; 
But, ſwoll'n with wind, and the rank miſt they draw, 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion ſpread-: 
Beſides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
© Daily devours apace, and nothing ſaid; 
© But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to ſmite once, and ſmite no more.” 
Return Alpheus, the dread voice 1s paſs'd, 
That ſhrunk. thy ſtreams ; return, Sicilian Muſe, : 
And call the vales, and bid them hither caſt 
Their bells, and flow'rets of a thouſand hues.. 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe 
Of ſhades, and wanton winds, and guſhing brooks, _ 
On whoſe freſh lap the ſwart-ſtar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamel'd eyes, 
That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs, 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow'rs. 
Bring the rathe primroſe that forſaken dies, 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeſſamine, 
The white pink, and the panſy freak'd with jet, 
The glowing violet, 
The muſk-roſe, and the well-attir'd 3 
With cowflips wan that hang the penſive head, 
And ev'ry flow'r that ſad embroidery wears: 
Bid amarantus all his beauty ſhed, 
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 
To firew the laureat hearſe where Lycid lies. 
For fo, to interpoſe a little eaſe, - 8 
Let our frail thoughts dally with falſe farmile. 3 bs 
Ay me! whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding. ſeas. CL FEW 
Waſh far away, where'er thy bones are hurl'd, 
Whether beyond the ſtormy Hebrides, 


a 


A 


La) 


6 


A 


Where 


Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
Viſit'ſt the bottom of the monſtrous world; 

Or whether thou, to our moiſt vows deny'd, 
Sleep'ſt by the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great viſion of the guarded mount 
Looks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 
Look homeward, angel, now, and melt with ruth: 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. 

| Weep no more, woeful ſhepherds! weep no more; 

For Lycidas, your ſorrow, is not dead, 

Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor; 
So ſinks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new ſpangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning ſky: 

So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, 


Through the dear might of Him that walk'd the waves, | 


Where other groves and other ſtreams along, 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 

And hears the unexpreſſive nuptial ſong, 

In the bleſs'd kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the ſaints above, | 
In ſolemn troops, and ſweet ſocieties, 

That ſing, and finging in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the ſhepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the ſhore, 
In thy large recompenſe, and ſhalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood, 


Thus ſang the uncouth ſwain to th''oaks and rills, 
' While the till morn went out with ſandals grey, 
He touch'd the tender ſtops of various quills, 

With eager thought warbling his Doric lay 
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And now the ſun had ſtretch'd out all the hills, 
And now was dropp'd into the weſtern bay. 

At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: | 
To-morrow to freſh woods, and paſtures new. . 


Tus INVITATION. 
By MR. BARCLAY. 


WA KE, my ras the morning ſprings, 
The dew-drops glance around; 
The heifer lows, the. blackbird ſings, 
The echoing vales reſound. . 


The ſimple ſweets would Stella taſte, 
That breathing morning yields; 
The fragrance of the flow'ry waſte, - 

And freſhinels * the fields: 


is 212 


By uplands, and 4 greenwood- ide, a 
We'll take our early way, 
And view the valley ſpreading wide, 
And opening with the day. 


Nor uninſtructive ſhall the ſcene 
Unfold it's charms in vain ; 

The fallow brown, the meadow green, 
The mountain, and the plain, 


Fach dew-drop glifning' on the W 
And trembling to it's fall; 1 
Each bluſh that paints the check of morn, 
In hone darts call: | 


O ye, in youth and rele 8 —_ 
Who lightly dance along; 
While Laughter frolicks at your ſide, 


And Rapture tunes your ſong ! ; 
P 8 What 


— 
'BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 417 


© What though each grace around you play, 
Each beauty bloom for you; * 
© Warm as the bluſh of riſing day, 9 | 

© And ſparkling as the dew : | 


© The bluſh that glows fo gaily now, 
© But glows to diſappear ; | 
© And, quiv'ring from the bending bough, 
5 Soon breaks the pearly tear ! 


e 


| 
« So paſs the beauties of your prime, | 
© That een in blooming die; 1 
© So, ſhrinking at the blaſt of Time, | | 1 
| 
| 
| 


© The treach'rous Graces fly.” 


Let thoſe, my Stella, ſlight the ftrain, 
Wo fear to find it true; 
Each fair, of tranſient beauty vain, 


Fi 1 
And youth as tranſient too! 550 | | 1 
With charms that win beyond the ſight, 2 g 
And hold the willing heart, 1 
My Stella ſhall await their flight, k 
Nor ſigh when they depart. | 
Still graces ſhall remain behind, | | : | 
And beauties ftill controul ; _ APE. | 1 
The graces of the poliſh'd mind, = 
And beauties of the ſoul. | 1 | 
Up | 1 


17 


38 HOL E- 


418 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


HO L k HAM. 
BY MR. POTTER. 


H E lofty beeches, and their ſacred ſhade, 

O'er Penſhurſt's flow'r-embroider'd vale diſplay'd, 
pie aid their glory : not that Sidney's hand | 
© Marſhall'd in even ranks th' obſequious band 3? 

Or his freſh garlands in theſe bowers entwin'd, 

Whilſt all Arcadia open'd on his mind. 

But here ſweet Waller breath'd his am'rous flame, 

And taught the groves his Sachariſſa's name; f 

Here met the Muſe, while gentle Love was by, 

© That tun'd his lute, and wound the firings ſo high:“ 

Still with th? enraptur'd ſtrains the vallies ring, 

And the groves flouriſh in eternal ſpring. _ _ 
Eternal ſpring ſmiles in thoſe green retreats, 

© No more the monarch's, ſtill the Muſe's ſeats ;? 

Where crown'd with tow'rs majeſtick Windfor ſtands, 

And the wide world beneath her feet commands: 

Not that her regal rampires boaſt the fame 

Of each great Edward's, each great Henry's name 3 20 

Not that, in days of high-atchiev'd renown, 

There Britain's Genius fix'd his awful throne, 

Encircled with that glorious blaze, that ſprings 

From conquer'd nations, and from captive kings. 

When each proud trophy moulders from the wall, 

And e'en the imperial dome itſelf ſhall fall; 

When thoſe great names, the warrior and the ſage, 

Lie clouded in the dark hiſtorick page; 

Then ſhall the heav'n-born Muſe (to whom belong 

The more than mortal-making pow'rs of ſong) 


A ſeat belonging to the Earl of Leiceſter in the county of Norfolk, 
. Thro' 
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Thro' Time's deep ſhades her ſacred light diſplay, 
And pour the beam of Fame's eternal day. 1 
Queen of ſweet numbers and melodious ſtrains, Foes i 
If yet thou deign to viſit Britain's plains ; | 
If yet thy hallow'd haunts partake thy love, 5 1 
Clear ſpring, enamell'd vale, or bow'ry grove; 
O come, and range with me th' aſpiring glades, _ 
Where Leiceſter ſpreads the lawns, and forms the ſhades ; 
On Holkham's plains bid Grecian ſtructures riſe, it 
And the tall column ſhoot into the ſkies ; il 
Beneath whoſe proud ſurvey, extended wide, 
New ſcenes, new beauties, charm on ev'ry fide : 
Here, crown'd with woods, the ſhaded hills aſcend ; 
In open light there the low vales extend; 
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Here, in rich harveſts, waves the ripen'd grain, 
And there freſh verdure cloaths the paſtur'd plain; 
Sweet intermix'd, and lovely to behold, 
As the green emerald enchas'd in gold. 
See where the limpid lake, thro? pendant ſhades, 

The hills between, her liquid treaſures leads; 

And to the boughs, that fringe her criſped ſides, 
Holds the clear mirror of her chryſtal tides: 

Her chryſtal tides refle& the waving ſcene, 

Their filvery ſurface darkening into green. 

As on the ſteep banks, bending o'er the flood, 
Groteſque and wild up ſprings th' o erfladowing wood; 
Or the ſlope margent, with a ſofter riſe, 
Shade above ſhade, and rank o'er rank ſupplies ; 
The verdant baſis of yon champain mound, 

It's hallow'd head with God's own temple crown'd ; 
The home-bound mariner from far deſcries, 
Emerging from the waves, the tall tower riſe ; 

With tranſport bids the ſolemn ſtructure hail, 

And, wing'd for Britain, ſpeeds the flying fail. 
In nearer view, midſt the lawn's wide extent, 
That ul ſwells with an unforc'd aſcent, | | 
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In juſt proportion riſing on the fight, 
The ſtately manſion lifts it's tow'ry height, 
And glitters o'er the'groves. An oak beneath, 
That calls the cool gales thro! it's boughs to breathe, 
Where the ſun darts his fervid rays in vain, 
Like the great patriarch on Mamre's plain 
The princely Leiceſter fits : the pageant pride, 
Of cumb'rous greatneſs, baniſh'd from his ſide, 
In theſe bleſs'd bowers he plans the great deſign; 
With heighten'd charms bids modeſt nature ſhine ; 
Shews us magnificence ally*d to uſe; 
Tho? rich, yet chaſte; tho? ſplendid, not profuſe z 
Calls forth each beauty that from order ſprings, 
From it's lov'd Greece each honour'd ſcience brings, 
O'er Art's fair train extends his gen”rous care, 
And bids each poliſh'd grace inhabit here. 

Nor theſe alone : here Virtue loves to dwell, 
No, cold recluſe, ſelf-cavern'd in a cell; 
Active and warm ſhe breathes a noble part, 
SGlows in the breaſt, and opens all the heart ; 
To gen'rous deeds ſhe fires th' empaſſion'd mind, 
The ſubſtitute of Heaven, to bleſs mankind ! 
She, thro' deſponding Miſery's chearleſs gloom, 
Pours joy, and gives neglected Worth to bloom; 
She in each boſom ſtills the riſing ſigh, 
And wipes off ev'ry tear from ev 'ry eye; 
She to yon alms-houſe, boſom'd in the grove, 
From toil and cares bids Age and Want remove ; 
There the tir'd eve of labour'd life to reſt, ; 
Fed by her hand, and by her bounty bleſs'd, 


Theſe, theſe are rays that round true greatneſs ſhine, | 


And thine, bright Clifford ! the full blaze is thine, 


Bring the green bay, the fragrant myrtle bring, 

Ihe violet glowing in the lap of ſpring ; 

Bid the ſweet vallies ſend each honey'd flow'r, 
Each herb, each leaf, of aromatick pow'r; 


The 
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The Muſe's hand ſhall their mix'd odours ſpread, 
And ftrew the ground where Clifford deigns to tread. 
In diſtant proſpect, ſinking from the eye, 
Low in the tufted dales the hamlets lie, 
Where virgin Innocence, and meek-ey'd Peace, 
With calm Content, the ſtraw-roof'd cottage bleſs ; 
And ſtrong-nerv'd Induſtry, in pureſt flow, 
Spreads o'er the vermil cheek Health's roſeate glow. 
More diftant yet, the throng'd commercial town, 
That makes the wealth of other worlds her own, 
Lifts her proud head, and ſees with ev'ry tide, 
Rich- freighted navies croud her harbour'd fide ; 
Or bids the parting veſlel ſpread the ſail | 
Looſe to the wind, and catch the riſing gale : 
Whilſt the vaſt ocean, Albion's utmoſt bound, 
; Rolls it's broad wave, a world of waters, round, 
In ſweet aſtoniſhment th' impatient mind 
| Bids her free pow'rs expatiate unconhn'd ; 
From ſcene to ſcene in rapid progreſs flies; 
Glances from earth to ſeas, from ſeas to ſkies ; 
Delights to feel the great 1deas roll, 
Swell on the:fenſe, and fill up all the foul. 
Not ſuch the ſcene, when o'er th' uncultur'd wild 
No harveſt roſe, no chearful verdure ſmil'd ; 
On the bare hill no tree was ſeen to ſpread 
The graceful foliage of it's waving head; 
No breathing hedge-row form'd the broider'd bound, 
Nor hawthorn bloſſom'd on th' unſightly ground : 
Joy was not here; no bird of finer note 
Pour'd the thick warblings of his dulcet throat; 
E'en Hope was fled; and o'er the chearleſs plain, 
A waſte of ſand, Want held her unbleſs'd reign. 
Lo, Leiceſter comes! Before his maſtering hand 
Flies the rude. Genius of the ſavage land ; 
The ruſſet lawns a ſudden verdure wear 
Starts from the wond'ring fields the golden ear; 
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Up riſe the waving woods, and haſte to crown 
The hill's bare brow, and ſhade the ſultry down. 
The ſhelter'd traveller fees, with glad ſurprize, 
Over trackleſs wilds th' extended rows ariſe ; 
And, as their hoſpitable branches ſpread, | 
Bleſſes the friendly hand that form'd the ſhade : 
Joy blooms around, and chears the peaſant's toil, 
As ſmiling Plenty decks the cultur'd foil; 
"The bright'ning ſcenes a kinder genius own, 
And Nature finiſhes what Art begun. 

But can the verſe, tho' Philomela deign 
To breathe the ſweet notes thro? the warbled ſtrain; 
Tho' ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace ſhould ſmile, 
And raptures raiſe the honey. ſteeped ſtyle ; 
Can the verſe paint like Nature? Can the pow'r 
That wakes to life free Fancy's imag'd ftore, 
| Boaſt charms like her's? or the creative hand 
In blendid tints ſuch beauteous ſcenes command, 
Tho' learned Pouſſin gives each grace to flow, 
And bright Lorrain's ethereal colours glow ? 
Yet peerleſs is the pow'r of ſacred ſong, 
That burits in tranſport from the Muſe's tongue. 
And, hark! methinks her hallow'd voice I hear, 
In notes mellifluous, ſtealing on the ear: 
Now clearer, and yet clearer, _trills the ſtrain, 
Swells thro” the grove, and melts along the plain. 
© Ye nymphs, that love to range the hly'd vale, 
Where ſtreams the ſilver fount of Alcidale; 
Ye that in Pindus' laurePd groves abide, 
Or haunt Cyllene's cypreſs-ſhaded fide ; 
Or braid your fine wreaths in the pearly caves, 
Where fam'd Iliſſus rolls his Attick waves; 
Whilſt the barbarian's rude, unletter'd race, 
Profane your grottos, and your bow'rs deface 
See Leiceſter courts you to th? Icenian ſhore, 
Studious your long-loſt honours to reſtore ! 
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See, the fair rival of your native ſeats, 
Aonian Holkham opens all it's ſweets : 
Deign, then, ye ſacred ſiſters! deign to tread 
The rich embroidery of yon velvet mead; 

As freſh, as lovely as your lily'd vale, 

Where ſtreams the ſilver fount of Alcidale. 
If old Cyllene's cypreſs-ſhaded bow'r, 


Or Pindus' laurel'd mount delight you more: 


Go, ſweet enthuſiaſts ! ſoftly-ſilent rove 

The ſtudious mazes of the twilight grove; 

Or, at the foot of ſome hoar elm reclin'd, 

Wake the high thought that ſwells the raptur'd mind ; ; 
Or penſive liſten to the ſolemn roar 

Of whitening billows breaking on the ſhore. 

If the majeſtick domes, whoſe tow'ry pride 


Glitter o'er fam'd Iliſſus' Attick tide, 
Your fteps detain ; yon princely ſtructure view, 


Grac'd with each finer art your Athens knew ! 
Each finer art to juſt perfection brought, 


All that Vitruvius and Palladio thought : 


The trophy'd arch; the porphry-pillar'd hall; 

The ſculptur'd forms that breathe along the wall; 
Lyczan Pan; the faun's Arcadian race ; 

The Huntreſs Queen's inimitable grace ; 

Athenian Pallas, clad in radiant arms; 

Heav'n's empreſs, conſcious of her ſighted charms ; 
Your own Apollo, on whole poliſh'd brow 


. Youth blooms, and grace, and candour's bright” ning glow; 
Gods, heroes, ſages, an illuſtrious train, 


Court you to Holkham's conſecrated plain. 
Haſte, then, ye ſacred fifters ! hafte and bring 
The laurel ſteep'd in the Caſtalian Ipring; 


On the choice bough a purer fragrance breathe, 


And twine for Leiceſter's brow th' ban ooo wreathe.” 
She ceas'd the raptur'd ſtrain; and, dear to fame, 


Flows the proud verſe inſcrib'd with Leiceſter's name. 
THE 
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THE , WISH. 
AN Aktter⸗ | 
TO URANIA. 
BY THOMAS BLACKLOCK, b. p. 


ET others travel with inceſſant pain, 
The wealth of earth and ocean to ſecure ; 


Then with fond hopes careſs the precious bane, 


| In grandeur abject, and in afluence poor. 


But ſoon, too ſoon! in Fancy” s timid eyes 
Wild waves all roll, and conflagrations ſpread ; * 


While bright in arms, and of gigantick ſize, 


The fear- form'd robber haunts the thorny bed. 


Let me, in dreadleſs poverty retir'd, 
The real joys of life unenvy'd ſhare: 
Favour'd by Love, and by the Muſe inſpir'd, 
I'll yield to wealth it's jealouſy and care. 


On riſing ground, the proſpect to command, 


Unting'd with ſmoke, where vernal breezes blow, 
In rural neatneſs let my cottage ſtand; 
Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. 


Oft from the neigbouring hills and paſtures round, 


Let ſheep with tender bleat ſalute my ear; 
Nor fox inſiduous haunt the guiltleſs ground, . 


Nor man purſue the trade of murder near. 
Far hence, kind Heaven ! expel the ſavage train, | 
Inur'd to blood, and eager to deſtroy ; 


Who pointed ſteel with recent ſlaughter ſtain, 


And place in groans and death their cruel joy. 
h | | ve 
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Ye powers of ſocial life and tender ſong ! 

To you devoted ſhall my fields remain; 
Here, undiſturb'd, the peaceful day prolong, 
Nor own a ſmart, but Love's delightful pain. 


For you, my trees ſhall wave their leafy ſhade ; 

For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air ; | 

For you, be Autumn's bluſhing gifts diſplay'd, 
And all that Nature yields of ſweet or fair. 


But, O! if vlainta which love and grief inſpire, 
In heav'nly breaſts could e' er compaſſion find, 
Grant me, ah! grant my heart's ſupreme defire, 

And teach my dear Urania to be kind. 


For her, black Sadneſs clouds my brighteſt day; 

For her, in tears the midnight vigils roll; 
For her, cold horrors melt my powers away, 
And chill the living vigour of my ſoul. 


Beneath her ſcorn each youthful ardour dies, 
It's joys, it's wiſhes, and it's hopes, expire! 
In vain the fields of Science tempt my eyes; 
In vain for me the Muſes ſtring the lyre. 


O! let her oft my humble dwelling grace; 
Humble no more, if there ſhe deign to ſhine : 
For Heav'n, unlimited by time or place, 
Still waits on god. like worth, and charms divine. 


Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn, 

How ſweet with her thro? lonely fields to tray ! 
Her charms the lovelieſt landſcape ſhall adorn, 
And add new glories to the riſing Tl 
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With her, all Nature ſhines in heighten'd bloom, 
The filver ſtream in ſweeter muſick flows; 


Odours more rich the fanning gales perfume, 


And Wat tinctures paint the ſpreading roſe, 


With a the ſhades of nipht heir horrors loſe, 
It's deepeſt filence charms if ſhe be by; 
Her voice the muſick of the dawn renews, 
It's lambent radiance ſparkles in her eye. 


How ſweet,, with her, in Wiſdom's calm receſs, 
To brighten ſoft defire with wit refin'd! 

Kind Nature's laws with ſacred Aſhley trace, 
And view the faireſt features of the mind! 


Or borne on Milton's flight, as Heav'n ſublime, 
View it's full blaze in open proſpect glow ; 
Bleſs the firſt pair in Eden's happy clime, 
Or drop the human tear for endleſs woe. 


And when, in virtue and in peace grown old, 
No arts the languid lamp of life reſtore; _ 


Her let me graſp with hands convuls'd and cold, 


Till ev'ry nerve, relax'd, can hold no more. 


Long, long on her my dying eyes ſuſpend, 
Till the laſt beam ſhall vibrate on my fight ; 


Then ſoar where only greater joys attend, 


And bear her image to eternal light. 


Fond man, ah! whither would thy fancy rove? 
*T1s thine to languiſh in unpity'd ſmart ; 

Tis thine, alas! eternal ſcorn to prove, 
Nor feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart, 


But 
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But if my fair this cruel law impoſe, 
Pleas'd, to her will I all my ſoul refign ; 
To walk beneath the burden of my woes, 

Or fink in death, nor at my fate repine. 


Vet when, with woes unmingled and ſincere, 
To earth's cold womb in ſilence I deſcend ; 
Let her, to grace my obſequies, appear, 
And with the weeping throng her ſorrows blend, 


Ah, no! be all her hours with pleaſure crown'd, 
And all her ſoul from ev'ry anguiſh free: 

Should my fad fate that gentle boſom wound, 
The joys of heaven would be no joys to me. 


T HE N 
IN IMITATION OF SPENSER, 
BY MOSES MENDEZ, ES d. 
s P R IN G. 


T,* RE yet! ſing the round revolving year, 
And ſhow the toils and paſtime of the ſwain, 

At Alcon's“ grave J drop a pious tear; 

Right well he knew to raiſe Is learned ſtrain, 

And, like his Milton, ſcorn'd the rhiming chain. 
Ah, cruel Fate! to tear him from our eyes; 
Receive this wreathe, albe the tribute's vain ; 
From the green ſod may flowers immortal riſe, 
To mark the ſacred ſpot where the ſweet poet lies 


* Mr, Thomſon, author of the Seaſons. 
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428 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
It 1s the cuckow that announceth ſpring, _ 
And with his wreakful tale the ſpouſe doth fray ; 
Meanwhile the finches harmleſs ditties ſing, 
And hop, in buxom youth, from ſpray to ſpray, | 


Proud as Sir Paridel of rich array. 
The little wantons that draw Venus? team, 


Chirp amorous thro? the grove in beavies gay; 
And he, who erſt gain'd Leda's fond eſteem, : 
Now fails on Thamis' tide, the glory of the ſtream! ” 


Proud as the Turkiſh ſoldan, chaunticleer 
Sees, with delight, his numerous race around ; 
He grants freſh favours to each female near : 
For love as well as cheriſaunce renown'd, 
'The waddling dame that did the Gauls confound, 
Her tawny ſons doth lead to rivers cold; _ 
| While Juno's dearling, with een bound, 
| To charm his leman doth his train unfold, 
That glows with vivid green, that flames with burning gold, 


The bahn cowſlip gilds the ſmiling plain, 
The virgin ſnow-drop boaſts her filver hue ; 
An hundred tints the gaudy daiſy ſtain ; 
And the meek violet, in amis blue, 
Creeps low to earth, and hides from publick view: 
But the rank nettle rears her creſt on high; 
So ribaulds looſe taeir front unbluſhing ſhew, 
While modeſt merit doth neglected lie, | 
And pines in lonely ſhade, unſeen of vulgar eye, 
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See! all around the gall-lefs culvers bill, 
Meanwhile the nightingale's becalming lays 
Mix with the plaintive muſick of the rill, 
The which in various gyres the meadow bays, 


Behold! 
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| Behold! the welkin burſts into a blaze! 

Faſt by the car of light the nimble hours, 

In ſongs of triumph, hail his genial rays, 

And, as they wend to Thetis cooling bowers, 


They bound along the ly, and firew the heavens with flowers. 


And now the human boſom melts to love; 
The raptur'd bard awakes his ſkilful lyre; 
By running ſtreams, or in the laurel grove, 
He tunes to amorous notes his ſounding wire: | 
All, all is harmony, and all deſire. 
The happy vumbers charm the blooming maid ; 
Her bluſhing cheeks pronounce her heart on fre, 
She now conſents, then ſhuns th' embow'ring ſhade, 
With faint reluctance yields ; Selens, yer afraid. | 


Now raftick Cuddy, with untutor'd rock, 
(Tho? much admir'd, I ween, of nymph and (wan) 
By various ſongs would various ends promote. 

| Seeks he to prove that woman's vows are vain, 

He Bateman's fortune tells, a baleful ſtrain 5 

And if to honour Britain lie be led, 
He ſings a prentice bold, in londs profane, 

Who, all unarm'd, did ſtrike two lions dead, 

Tore forth their ſavage hearts, and did a princeſs wed. 


But, hark! the bag-pipe ſummons to the green, 
The jocund bag-pipe that awaketh ſport : 

The blitheſome laſſes, as the morning ſheen, | 
Around the flower-crown'd May-pole quick reſort ; 
The gods of pleaſure here have fix'd their court. 

Quick on the wing the flying moment ſeize, - 
Nor build up ample ſchemes, for life 15 ſhort, 
Short as the whiſper of the paſſing breeze; 
Yet, a ah ! in vain 4 preach—mine heart is ill at eaſe, 
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The patient cow doth, to eſchew the heat, | 
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ENE AT H yon ſnubby oak's extended ſhade, 
Safe let me hide me from the eye of day; 
Nor ſhall the dog-ſtar this retreat invade, 


As thro? the heavens he ſpeeds his burning way : 
The ſultry lion rages for his prey. _ 
Ah, Phœbus! quench thy wild deſtroying fre! 
Each flower, each ſhrub doth ſink beneath thy ray; 
Save the freſh laure], that ſhall ne'er expire: 
The leaves that crown a a bard may brave cele ſtial ire. 


Or ſhall T hie to mine own hermitage, 

Round which the wanton vine her arms doth wind, 
There may I lonely turn the ſacred page, 

Improve my reaſon, and amend my mind; 

Here, gainſt Life's ills, a remedy I find. 


An hundred flowers emboſs the verdant ground ; 


A little brook doth my ſweet cottage bind ; 


It's waters yield a melancholy ſound, 


And ſoothe to ſtudy deep, or lull to ſleep profound. 


The playful inſect hopping in the graſs, 
Doth tire the. hearer with his ſonnet ſhrill ; 
The pool-ſprung gnat on ſounding wing doth bab, 
And on the ramping ſteed doth ſuck his fill: * 
Ah, me! can little creatures work ſuch ill l. 
Her body ſteep within the neighb' ring rill; 
And while the lambs in fainter voices bleat, 


Their mothers hang their head, in doleful plight I weet ! 


Rechleſs 
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Rechleſs of ſeaſons, ſee the luſty ſwains 
Along the meadow ſpread the tawny hay: | A 
The maidens too, undaunted ſeek the plains, | ö 
Ne fear to ſhow their faces to the ray; 
But all the honeſt badge of toil diſplay. 
See how they mould the haycock's riſing head; 
| While wanton Colin, full of amorous play, 
Down throweth Suſan, who doth ſhriek for dread. 
Fear not thou vn be hurt upon ſo ſoft a bed. 
At length the ſan doth haſten to repoſe, 
And all the vault of heaven is ſtreak'd with light ; ; 
In flamy gold the ruddy welkin glows, 
And for the noon-day heat our pains doth quite, 1 
For all is calm, ſerene, and paſſing bright: | | 9 
Favonius gentle ſkims along the grove, | 1 
And ſheds ſweet odours from his pennons light; | | 4 1 
The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove, 55 i 
And loud the ſcreech-owl ſhrieks, to rouze her blue. ey'd love. | 


Mienalcas came to taſte the evening gale, E 
His cheeks impurpled with the roſe of youth: 1 
He won each damſel with his piteous tale; | 1 
They thought they liſten'd to the words of truth, 1 
Yet their belief did work them muchel ruth. 1 
His oaths were light as goſſimer, or air, | | 9 
His tongue was poiſonous as an aſpick's tooth. | 
Ah! ceaſe to promiſe joy, and give deſpair : 
*Tis brave to ſmite the foe ; *tis baſe to wrong the fair. 


The gentle Thyrſis, mild as op'ning morn, 
Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found; 
| Marian, whom many huſwife arts adorn : 
Right well ſhe knew the apple to ſurround 
With dulcet cruſt ; and Thomalin renown'd 
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For prow atchievements in the wreſtling ring; 
He held at nought the vantage of the ground, 
But prone to earth the hardieſt wight would fling ; 
Such was Alcides erſt, if poets ſooth do ſing. 


From tree-crown'd hill, from flow'r-enamel'd vale, 
Ihe mild inhabitants in crowds appear 
To tread z meaſure ; while Night's regent pale 
Doth thro? the ſky her ſilver chariot ſteer, 
Whoſe lucid wheels were deck'd with dew-drops clear; 
The which, like pearls, deſcended on the plain. 
Now every youth doth claſp his miſtreſs dear, 
And every nymph rewards her conſtant ſwain. 
Thrice happy he who loves and is belov'd again. 


AUTUMN. 


GEE jolly FTA clad in hunter's green, | 
In wholeſome luſty-hed doth mount the ſphere ; - 
A leafy girlond binds her temples ſheen, 
Inſtudded richly with the ſpiky ear; 
Her right-hand bears a rind-incocled ſpear, 
Such as the crew did weild whom Bacchus lad, 
When to the Ganges he his courſe did fteer ; 
=; And in her left a bugle-horn ſhe had, 
l "06 which ſhe eft did blow, and made the heart right glad. 


'In low proceſſion moves the tottering wain, 
The ſun-burnt hinds their finiſh'd toil enſue; 
Now in the barn they houſe the: glittering grain 
And there the cries of © harveſt home! renew. 
I he honeſt farmer does his friends ſale /; 
And them with jugs of, ale his wife "doth treat 


«x5» Which for that purpoſe ſhe at home did brew : | 
11 5 * 
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They laugh, they ſport, and homely jeſts repeat, 
Then ſmacke their laſſes lips their lips 48 2 — 
e 51 Yo Thur: ove of: het 
On ev "ro hill” the purple dlandag Minen 2 Anon 
Beneath her ſeaves her racy' wür br des off N 
Albe the pour: Hot floods of foaming wines, 
Yet are we hot potations bland denied: 
See where the pearetret doth in eartli Wies 045.54 
Bruiſe her rich fruitage, and the grape An 
The apple too will grant a generous uae, --. 
To ſing whoſe honours Thenot rais'd his ſtrain, 
Whoſe ſoul- inchanting lays Kill charm the ning plain. 
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Thio' greyiſh miſts behold Kat Jawns, 8 pn” 
And to his ſport the wary fowler hies, A ; 
Croiiching to earth his guileful pointer r fawnsz 3 bh 
Now the thick ſtubble, now the clover tries, oe 1 
To find where, with his race, the partridge lies. | 
Ak, lucklefs ſire! ah, luckleſs race! I ween, | 
Whom foree compels or ſubtle arts ſurprize; 
More uncles * wait to cauſe thee, dolorous teen, 
Doom'd to cſeape the e deep, 10 deri bn "a: green! 


* 


* 0 * 
ö 4 
r 


The full- moyth e ith the: rimorons be, 5 
And the hills echo to the joyful cry; rt Siegal 
Ah! borrow the light pennons of the ar. 
If you're arraught, you die; | poof wretch, you die? 3 
Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye, 
7 *or our good ſquire doth much againſt you rail, ö 
And faith you often magick arts do try; 
At times you wave Grithalkin's'oty taif, it 
Or on a beeſom vild you thro” the welkin fail. | | i 


* Dedalus, envying Perdix his nephew ; gan. in ele threw kn 
into the fea, He eſcaped 111 by being qo ane into a „ 


* 
1 9 . * x 
. « N : 4 - 
% . 4 
« is * - ut w © 


2 
E 
wp 


ihe 


ws BBAUTIES OF POETRY. 


The ſtag is rouz'd ; he ſtems the threat'ning fools... 
That ſhall ere long his matchleſs ſwiftneſs quell; 
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood, . 
Amongſt his well-known pheers attempts to mell: 
With horn and hoof his purpoſe they repell. 
Thus, ſhould a maid. from Virtue's lore yſtray, .... - wy 
| Your ſex, my Daphne, ſhow their e fell g - 
| Your cruel ſelves with gall the ſhaft embay, 
And laſh from Pardon's ſhrine the penitemt a away. 


Now filence charms the ſages of the gown. wy 
| To purer air doth ſpeed each crafty wight ;_ 
The well-ſqueez'd client quits the duſty town, 
Grown grey in the aſſerting of his right: 
With head yfraught with law, and pockets light, : 
Well pleas'd he wanders o'er the fallow lea, 
And views each rural obje& with delight. 
Ne'er be my lot the brawling courts to ſee; * 
Who truſts to lawyer 8 tongue doth much raiſween, Nr. 


Right bleſs'd the man who, free from bitter www; | 
Doth in the little peaceful hamlet dwell ; | 
No loud contention doth his ears affail, © © 
Save when the tempeſt 1 whiſtles o'er his cell : | 

The fruitful down, the Rower-depainted dell, 
To pleaſe his eyne are variouſly array d; 
And when in roundelay kis flame he'd tell, 
He gains a ſmile from higbeloved maid ; 
By ſuch a uk ſmile ; an 182 al nga 
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To little brook that & my cot did lave, 
R And o'er it's flinty pavement fweetly ſung, _ 3 
Doth r now forget to roll her wanton Wave; 
For Winter hoar ber! icy chain has flung, 
And ſtill'd the babbling muſick of her tongue. 


The 
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The lonely woodcack ſeeks the ſplaſhy glen, | 
Each mountain head with fleecy ſnow is hung; 

The ſnipe and duck enjoy the mooriſh fen, 

Like eremites they live, and ſhun the fight of men. 


The wareleſs keep no ws bite the 2050. 

No more the plough-boy turns the ſtubborn ground, 
At the full crib the horned labourers feed, 
Their noſtrils caſt black clouds of ſmoak around; 
A ſqualid coat doth the lean ſteed ſurround. 
The wily fox doth prowl abroad for prey, 
Rechleſs of ſnares, or of th' avenging hound : 
And truſty Lightfoot, now no longer gay, For 
ge at the kitchen hearth his chearleſs hours 0 


Where erſt the how, and Gentyuibdiing barge, 
Did with delight cut thro” the dimpling Nan, 
Now wanton boys and men do roam at large; 
The river-gods quit their uſurp'd domain, 
And of the wrong at Neptune's court complain. 


There mote you ſee mild Avon crown'd with flow'rs, 


And milky Wey withouten {pot or ſtain ; 
There the fair ſtream that waſhes Hampton's bow'rs, 


And 10s, who with pride beholds her learned tors. 


Intent on ſport, the ever-jocund throng 
Quit their warm cots, and for the game prepare; 
Behold the reſtleſs foot-ball wharis along, 
Now near the earth, now mounted high in air, 
Thus often men, in life's wild lottery fare, 
Who quit true bliſs to graſp an empty toy. 
Our hogeſt ſwains for wealth nor rad FRG, 
But luſty health 1 in exerciſe employ: c 
The diſtant village | hears the rude gm _ 


: 
0 - . : 

17 0 . - , : 5 1 f 4 . 

* % *. } Np 3 19 of # KL =. l A F 
3 2 . 
918 bd * o 
2 0 . 2 4 
ei * 


12 5 24 "LW, 1 - + a 
14 . ” 
: 
5 4 : X ; % 
< = 
e 2 7 


66 


——ü— 


— 


135 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


The careful hedger looks the fields around, 

Jo ſee what labour may his ſkill Aaendz 

He mends the fence, repairs the ſinking mound; © 
Or in long drains he cuts the lower land, 

That ſhall henceforth all ſudden floods withſtand. 

Meanwhile, at home, his dame, with filver hair, 

| Doth ſit encircled by a goodly band - 

Of lovely maids, who various works prepare, | 

All chaſte ; as Joey wiſe Wes as OY s mother fair. | 


She them diſcourſes not of faſhions nice, - 


Nor of the trilling notes which eunuchs ſing; 


Allurements vain, that prompt the ſoul to vice! 


Ne tells ſhe them of Keſar or of king; 
Too great the ſubje& for ſo mean a ring. 


Her leſſons teach to ſwell the.capon's ze 5 


To make che hen a num'rous offspring vie 'F 
Or how the wayward mather to chaſtiſe ;, 
When from her * "oſs baths [ahem vagrant hies. A 


W . N 


When ee Gables erk the 1 of night, en 


And all their kine in pens avoid the cold, 4 . 
The buxom troops, ſtill eager of delight, 

Round Daman's eyne a drapet white enfold; 

He darkling gropes till he ſome one can hold. 


Next Corin hides his- head, and muſt impart 


What wanton fair- one ſmote his hand ſo bold. . 
He Delia names, nor did from truth depart; 24 
For well he * ck che "wha Jong had * kis heart, 


ry I conjure you 2 your. chanel * . 


Tr uſt not, my Daphne, the rongh-ditiag. a air: 8 2 
Let not rude winds thoſe lips of ſoftneſs kiſs; 


1 Will Eurus our: the charms: of — Nang Fer EAT 
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No, he will hurt my roſy· featurꝰd fair. 
If aught ſo bright dares rugged carl invade, 

Too tender thou ſuch rough aſſaults to bear. 
The mountain aſh may ſtand, tho? Kripp'd of ſhade; ; 
B ut at the ſlighteſt wound the filken flowers will fade. 


THE NUN; 
ADALEIDA TO HER FRIEND. 


BY MR. JERNINGHAM. 


IT H each perfection canning on her mind, 
All Beauty's treaſure op'ning on her check ; 
Each Aatt'ring hope ſubdu'd, each with reſign'd, 
Does gay Ophelia this lone manſion ſeek? 


Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forſake 
The paths thy birth and fortune ſtrew with flow'rs? 
Thro' Nature's kind endearing ties to break, 
And waſte in cloiſter'd walls thy penſive hours? 


Let ſober thought reſtrain thine erring zeal, 

| That guides thy footſteps to the veſtal gate; 

Leſt thy ſoft heart, (this friendſhip bids reveal) 

| Like mine unbleſs'd, ſhould mourn like mine too late. 


Poes ſome angelick, lonely-whiſp'ring voice, 
Some ſacred impulſe, or ſome dream divine, 
Applaud the dictates of thy early choice, 

| Appjuach w with, confidence the awful ſhrine 3 
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There, kneeling at yon altar's marble baſe, 


(While tears of rapture from thine eye-lid ſteal, 


And ſmiling Heav'n illumes thy ſoul with grace) 


Fre hs vow 5 er n er 


But if miſled by falle entitled friends, 
Who fay—that Peace, with all her comely train, | 
From ſtarry regions to this clime deſcends, 


Smooths ey'ry frown, and ſoftens ey'ry pain: 


That veſtals tread Contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
Approv'd of Innocence, by Health careſs d; 


: 1 rob'd in colours bright, by Fancy drawn, 


Soſpeck their ich ug and ahefull —_ 


Their pleafing ſounds ſome treach'rous thought conceal: * 


, Full oft does pride with fainted voice beguile, 


And ſordid int reſt wear the maſz of zea}. 


A tyrant abbefs here perchance may reign, 
Who, fond of pow'r, affects th' imperial __ 


| Looks down diſdainful on her female train, 


And rules the cloiſter with an iron rod, 


Reſlection en at the life-long tie, 


Back- glancing Mem'ry acts her buſy ou ES 
Ir s charm the world unfolds to Fancy's eye, 
And fred: Metin the you har, 


Jo! Diſcord ect àc We facharphanige ns! tHe 


Rage in her frowfi;” anterior bn wnigueſty ba 
Een at the hallow'd amps mne ligbes — i 204% 


And nn. each nx in: bteaftd 450 li 
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Bur fince the legends of monaſtick bliſs, _ 
By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd ; 


Unbought experience learn from my diſtreſs, 
Oh, mark my lot, and be no more deceir'd! 


42 


Three luſtres ſcarce with haſty wing were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weepin g friend ; - 
A trembling victim to the temple led, 
And (bluſh, ye parents. DI by a father” 's hand. 


Yet, then, what ſolemn Gwen deceiv'd my choice! 
The pealing organ's animating ſound; 
The choral virgins captivating voice, 
The blazing dla. and the prieſts around ; ; 


The train of youth, array'd in pureſt white, | 
Who ſcatter'd myrtles as 1 paſs'd dong s 

The thouſand lamps that pour'd a flood of light, 
The kiſs of Peace from all the veſtal throng 3 "7 


The . cenſers toſs d with graceful hand, 
| Whole fragrant breath Arabian odour ſhed 4. 
Of meek- ey d novices. the circling band, | | 
With blooming chapleta wove around their head. i 
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My i ſoul was caught i in rapture” $ flame, 
Wuile ſacred ardaur glow'd.in ev'ry vein; 6 
Methought applauding angels ſung my CC 
And Hear us auff glories gilt. the, FF. 


Methought, i in ſun-beams rob'd, the heay'nly . Spore «25 
Indulg'd the longings of my holy love; 3 

Not undelighted heard my virgin vo.] 
While o'er-the altar way'd the myſtick be. 


Here haggard Diſcontent {till haunts my view. 
I meet her ever in the elt cell 


This caus'd a mother's tender tears to How, e 
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* 
1 


This temporary tranſport ſoon erpit'd; 
My drooping heart confeſs d a areadfl void: of 

Now helpleſs, Heav'n-abandon'd, uninſpir'd, e 
I tread this dome, to Mifery a I FRO 


No wakening Joy informs r my falſen breaff, 


Thro' op "ning ſkies no radiant ſeraph ſmiles ; ry 1 


No faint deſcends to ſoothe my ſoul to reſt ; 


No dream'6f bliſs the dreary night beguile es! el 


The umber'd genius reigns in ev'ry place; 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeft hue, Roa 
Chills « ev'ry pray'r, arid cancels ety gface. REG 90 1 


The gloomy grotto, and the darkſome wood; 


I hear her ever in the midnight 3 oy > 


The chiding gale, and hoatſe-reſdundfig flood.” 


(The ſad remeEnibrance time ſhall ne'er eraſe Jo TY 
When having ſeal'd th irrevocable vow; by 
Thaſten' d to recelve her laſt N A 


Yet ne'er did her maternal voice Aid. 
This cloiſter'd ſcene in all it's horfor , 


Nor did ſhe then my trembling fteps e 


When here I enter'd a reluctant gueſt. snd bal 


Ah! could ne ace her ody child Str be , {tt 242 95 2 boy 
And let ſubmiffioni o'er her Love prbrüi :?? 


Th' unfeeling prieſt why did me pen 20 
Forbid the vow, and rend che — N 
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Alas! ſhe might not her relentleſs lord | 

Had ſeal'd her lips, and chid the riſing tear | | 
So Anguiſn in her breaſt conceal'd it's hoard, | 

And all the mother ſank in dumb deſpair. 


C But thou who own'ſt a father s ſacred name, 
What act impell'd thee to this ruthleſs deed? 
What crime had forfeited my filial claim, 

C And giv'n Vp blaſting thought !) thy heart to bleed 


© If then thine injur'd child deſerve thy care, 1 it 
Oh, haſte and bear her from this loneſome gloom !? — "__ 

| In vain—no words can ſoothe his rigid ear, 1 
And Gallia's laws have riveted my doom. 1 

Yet let me to my fate ſubmiſſive bow; i1 
From fatal ſymptoms if I right conceive, is 
This ſtream, Ophelia, has not long to flow, il 
55 This voice to murmur, and this breaſt to heave. i 
Ah! when extended on th' untimely bier, | 
To yonder vault this form. ſhall be convey'd, 'F 
Thou'lt not refuſe to ſhed one grateful tear, | 3 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting ſhade. I 


ho wo ror giants = CO 
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With pious footſteps join the fable train, 


As thro” the length'ning iſle they take their way: 1 
A glimmering taper let thy hand ſuſtain q 
Thy ſoothing volts a6tuag.Mis finetah lay. - 4 


Behold the miniſter who "RE gave n 
The ſacred veil, in garb of mournful bue, Lad 
(More friendly office). bending oer my grave. 


FX 


And ſprinkling my-remaine-with-ballow'd dew : 1 


K 3 K Zh As 
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As ofer the corſe he ſtrews the humbling duſt, 
The ſterneſt heart will raiſe Compaſſion's ſigh ; 
E'en then, no longer to his child unjuſt, 
The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 


THE TRAVELLER; 
OR, 
K PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 
INSCRIBED TO THE REV. MR. H. GOLDSMITH. 
BV DR. GOLDSMITH. 
R* MOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door; 
Or where Campamia's plain forſaken lies, 
A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies ; | 
| Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee: 
Still to my brother turns with ceaſeleſs pain, 
And drags, at each remove, a length*ning chain, 
Eternal bleſſings crown my earlieſt friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian ſaints attend; 
Bleſs'd be that ſpot, where chearful gueſts retire, 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire; 
Bleſs'd that abode, where want and pain pairs 
And ev'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair: 
Bleſs'd be thoſe feaſts, with ſimple plenty crown'd,. 
Where all the ruddy family around | 
Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 
Or ſigh with pity at ſome mournful tale; * | 
Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good! 
But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
My prime of lite in wand'ring ſpent and care: 


Impell'd, 


— Gere" 


—— —— —— 


b 


3 
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Impella, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue 1 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the vie; 1 


* . te — 
— — : ac <-o og G-ons 
- 4 | OY . 


— Sons cer ces 
— — — 


i | 

That, like the circle, bounding earth and ſkies, 1 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 1 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, | | 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own. DE, 19 
E'en now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, = 


— 
— — 
n 


1 fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend; 


— — Cor rand ” 
. —_ 
— . _ ——8 —— — _ — 
— 
6＋—— 


And plac'd on high, above the ſtorm's career, 1 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; il 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, Il 
The pomp of kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride, 1 
When thus Creation's charms around combine, 1 
Amidſt the ſore, ſhould thankleſs pride repine? 4 
Say, ſhould the philoſophick mind diſdain _ 1 
That good which makes each humbler boſom v vain ? | 1 
Let ſchool-taught pride diſſemble all it can, i 1 1 
Theſe little things are great to little man; 1 
And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetick mine —_— 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 1 
Ye glitt'ring towns, with wealth and ade crown'd ; 1 


Ve fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; 
Ve lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale; 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale 3 "hy 
For me your tributary ſtores combine: 
Creation's heir! the world, the world is mine! 7 
As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 
Vet ſtill he ſighs, for hoards are wanting gill: 
'Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heav'n to man ſupplies ; 2.” 
Yet oft a ſigh prevails, and ſorrows fall, 
To ſee the hoard of human bliſs ſo ſmall; 


And oft I wiſh, amidſt the ſcene, to find oy os | 
| Some ſpot to real happineſs conſign'd, — — — 9 
5 3K 2 8 Where ip 
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Where my worn ſoul, each wand'ring hope at reſt, ' 
May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows bleſs 0. 
But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know 2 
The ſhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone, 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own ; 
Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 
And his long nights of revelry and eaſe : 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Baſks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave, 
Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam; 
His firſt, "beſt country, ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And eſtimate the bleſſings which they ſhare, | 
Though patriots flatter, ſtill ſhall wiſdom find _ 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind; _ 
As different good, by art or nature given, 
To different nations makes their bleſſings even, 
Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliſs at labour's earneſt call; . 
With food as well the peaſant is ſupply'd, _ 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno s ſhelvy ſide; 
And tho? the rocky- creſted ſummits frown, We 
Theſe rocks by cuſtom turn to beds of Nt | 
From art more various are the bleflings ſent ; - 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Vet theſe each other's pow'r ſo ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. | 


Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails 15 


And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence ev'ry ſtate to one loy'd blefling prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. | 
Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 


And ſpurns the 3 chat aims at other ends; 


—— — — — 
wp yon — — 


— 
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Till carried ta exceſs in each domain, 

This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 
But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, 
And trace them. through the proſpect as it lies: 

Here for a while my proper cares reſign'd, 


Here let me ſit in ſorrow. for mankind ; ; } 
Like yon neglected ſhrub at random caſt, q 
That ſhades the ſteep, and ſighs at ev'ry blaſt. 3 75 == 
Far to the right, where Appennine aſcends, 1 I 

| Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends ; 1 
It's uplands ſloping, deck the mountain's ide, 1 
Woods over woods in gay theatrick pride. | l 
While oft ſome temple's mould'ring tops between, 1 
With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. T2 gt # 


Could Nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, | 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſs d. 
Whatever fruits in different climes are Sund. 
That proudly riſe, or humbly. court; the ground; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever ſweets ſalute the northern ſky 
With vernal lives, that bloſſom but to die: 
Theſe, here diſporting, own the kindred. ſoil, 
Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil; 
While ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand, | 
To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 
But ſmall the bliſs: that ſenſe alone beſtows, 
And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves. aud fields appear, 5 
Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contraſted faults through all his manners reign : 
Though poor, luxurious; though ſubmiſſive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And e'en in penance planning {ins anew, 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
| Th hat opulence Jeparied leaves behird; 
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For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 


When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the ſlate * 


At her command the palace learn'd to riſe, 
Again the long - fall'n column ſought the ſcies; 
The canvas glow'd beyond e'en Nature warm, 

The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form. 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fail ; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave: 
And late the nation found with fruitleſs ſkill 
It's former ſtrength was but plethorick ill. 

Let, {till the loſs of wealth is here ſupply'd 
By arts, the ſplendid | wrecks of former pride ; "EE 
From theſe the feeble heart and long-fall'n mind 
An eaſy compenſation ſeem to find. ME 

| Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, 

The paſte-board triumph and the cavalcade; 3 
Proceſſions form'd for piety and 788145 
A miſtreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 

By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil'd, 
The ſports of children ſatisfy the child ; 
Each nobler aim, repreſs'd by long controul, 
Now ſinks at laſt, or feebly mans the ſoul ; 
While low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 

In happier meanneſs occupy the mind : 
As in thoſe domes, where Cæſars once Sh ſway, 
Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay, 

There in the rum, heedleſs of the dead, 
The ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed; 


And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile, : | 


Exults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile, - 

My ſoul turn from them turn we to ſurvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay ; — 
Where the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion tread, 
Ad force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread: ; 


No 
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No product here the barren hills afford, 

But man and fteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling'ring chills the lap of May; 
No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 

Yet ſtill, e*en here, Content can ſpread a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all it's rage diſarm, _ 
Though poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſts though fall, 
He ſees his little lot the lot of all; 

Sees no contiguous palace rear it's head, 

To ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; 

No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal, 

To make him loathe his vegetable meal; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

Each wiſh contracting, fits him to the ſoil. 
Chearful at morn, he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 

| Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his vent'rous plough-ſhare to the ſteep; 
Or ſeeks the den where ſnow- tracks mark the way, 

And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 

At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; 
Smiles by his chearful fire, and round ſurveys 

His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze; 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board: 

And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 

And een thoſe ills, that round his manſion riſe, 
Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies, 
Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms ; 


And 
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And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more, 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aflign'd z 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all eonfin'd. 
vet let tham only ſhare the praiſes due: 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few: 
For evèry want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 
Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſs'd. 5 
Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
That firſt excites defire, and then ſupplies ; 

Unknown to them; when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
Io fill the languid pauſe with finer joy ; 
Unknown thoſe pow'rs that raiſe the ſoul to lame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate through the frame. | 
Their level life is but a mould'ring fire, 8 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong deſire; 
Unfit for raptures; or, if raptures chear 
On ſome high feſtival of onee a year, 

In wild excefs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow ; 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low: 
For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to fon, 

Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run 3 
And love's and friendſliip's finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some ſterner virtues o' er the mountain's breaſt 
May ſit, like falcons cowering on the neſt; - 
But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play 
Through life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way, 
Theſe far diſpers'd, on timorous pinions fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 

To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 

I turn—and France diſplays her bright domain. EY 

Fj 550 Gay 
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Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, 5 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can e 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir, 5 5 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murm'ring Loire ! 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, N 
And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew; | 
And haply, though my harſh touch falt'ring ſtill, 1 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's kill, | 
Vet would the village praiſe my wond'rous pow'r, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour! 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze ; 
And the gay grandſire, ſkill'd in geſtick ere, 
Has friſk*d beneath the burden of threeſcore. 
So bleſs'd a life theſe thoughtleſs realms Aiklay, | 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away; . | 
Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind 0 0 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
Or e'en imaginary worth obtains, 
Here paſſes current; paid from hand to band; 
It ſhifts in ſplendid traffick round the. land : 
From courts to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe; 

They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give to get eſteem, 
Till, ſeeming bleſs'd, they grow to what they ſeem, 
But while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies, 

It gives their follies alſo oom to riſe; 1 
For praiſe too dearly loy'd, or warmly ought, 
Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thoughtz _— iF | 
And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſs'd, 
' Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt. 
Hence oſtentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools: impart : 3 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, 1 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace ; "UL — 
; '3 L Here 
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And calmly bent, to ſervitude conform 
Pull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm. 
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| Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 1 % 
To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a yea: 
The mind ſtill turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, ö 
Nor weighs the ſolid worth of ſelf-applauſe, = 
To men of other minds my fancy flies, | | 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland les. 
Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
' Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land ; 
And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently flow, - 
The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow ; 
Spreads it's long arms amidſt the wat*ry roar, 4p 
| Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore, 
While the pent ocean riſing o'er the pile, © 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him _ ; 1065 
The ſlow canal, the yellow - bloſſom'd Vale, 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding ſail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation, reſcu'd from his reign. 
Thus, while around the wave · ſubjected ſoil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Induſtrious habits in each boſom og | 
And induftry begets a love of gain. | 
Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
With all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, ATE 
Are here diſplay'd. Their much-lov'd wealth imparty 


_ Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 


But view them cloſer, craft and fraud e E716 
E'en liberty itſelf is barter'd here. | 

At gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies, rr IN 
The needy ſell it, and the rich man buzz: 

A land of tyrants, and a den of ſla ves, 
Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable grave, 


Heavens! 
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Heavens! how unlike their Belgick fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold 
War in each breaſt, and freedom on each ow 6 . 3 55 . 
How much unlike the ſons of eiten e, 

Fir'd at the ſound, my Genius ſpreads her Wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpringnz 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 

And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpis Oe: 
There all around the gentleſt breezes tray, - 
There gentle muſick melts on ev'ry ſpray; .. 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd;. 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind | 
Stern o'er each boſom Reaſon holds her tate, 
With daring aims irregularly great: 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I ſee the lords of human-kind pafs by; 
Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, 
By forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs. of ſoul, 
True to imagin'd right, above controul, 
While e'en the peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man. | 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings pittur'd here, 
Thine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear ; 

Too bleſs'd indeed. were ſuch without alloy, 
But foſter'd e' en by Freedom ills annoy ; 
That independance Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 
The ſelf-dependant lordlings ſtand alone, 
All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown; 
| Here, by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd factions roar, 
Repreſs'd ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, 
Till, over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 
It's motions ops or ME fre the whore. i 
we ea THIS, Net 
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Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to fway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe.” 
Hence all obedience bows to thefe alone, 
And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; | 
Till time may come, when, ſtripp'd of all her en 
The land of ſcholars, and the nurſe of arms, | 
Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toiPd, and xg wrote for fume, 
One fink of level avarice ſhalt lie, 888 e 
And ſcholars, ſoldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 
Vet think not, thus when Freedom's ills T ſtate, 
1 mean to flatter kings, or court the great: 
Ve powers of truth, that bid my foul aſpire, 
Far from my boſom drive the low defire! 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 105 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel; "a 
Thou tranſitory flower, alike undvhe 
By proud Contempt, or Favours foſt'ring ſun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime end nl 
TI only would repreſs them to ſecure: 
For juſt experience tells, in ev*ry ſoil, (421 
That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe that toil 3 
And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can as 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, ſhould one order difproportion's grow, tre 
It's double weight muſt ruin all below. .. 
O, then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires ! '- 
Calm is my ſoul, nor apt to riſe in arms, : 
Except when faſt- approaching danger warms: ' . 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to ſtretch their own, _ 
When I behold a factious band agree | 
To call it freedom when themſelves are free; pin Pat. 
3 Each 
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Each wanton. judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of elimes, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from ſlaves, to purchaſe flaves at home; ; 
Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 
Tear off reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne, 

Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour, 

When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honour in it's ſource, 55 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double force. 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Aer uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 
Like flaring tapers, bright'ning as they waſte; 
Seen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain, - 
Lead ſtern Depopulation in her train, 
And over fields, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, | 
In barren, ſolitary pomp repoſe ? 
Have we not ſeen, at Pleaſure's lordly call, 
The ſmiling long-frequented yillage fall? 
Beheld the duteous ſon, the fire decay'd, 
The modeſt matron; and the bluſhing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound? 

_ F'en now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays 
Through tangled foreſts, and throu gh dang'rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 
And all around diſtreſsful yells arife, 
The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 
To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, 


Caſts 
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. "Caſts a long look where 1 olocien ſtine, 
And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 
| Vaan, very vain, my weary ſearch, to find 
That bliſs which only centers in the mind! 
Why have I ftray'd from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a good each government beſtows ? 
In ev'ry government, though terrors reign; 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How ſmall of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure. 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place conſign'd, 
Our own felicity we make or find: 
With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtick joy. 
The lifted ax, the. agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, 
To men remote from power but rarely when al 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 


5 | "DAY: 
A PASTORAL, IR THREE PARTS. 
BY MR, CUNNINGHAM. 
MORNING. 


FN the barn the tenant cock, | 
Cloſe to partlet perch'd on high, 
- Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh, 


ns Swiftly 
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Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire ; 
And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 
Paints with goig the village m=_ 


Philomel forfukes the thorn, y 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; ; 
And the lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's ſight. 


From the low-roof'd cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring ; 

| Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 


Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale ; 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies, on the dewy dale. 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
_ (Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 
Now the buſy bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtils, 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When 'tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


Colin's for the 8 corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe). 
Anxious ;—whilſt the huntſman's horn, 
| Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 


— 
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Sweet—O ſweet, the warbling throng, 5 me. 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray | _ 
Nature's univerſal ſong 95 
Echoes to the riſing day. 


NOON, 


| FoERVID « on the olitering flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows £7; 
Drooping o'er it's infant bud, Fo 5 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 
Shelter'd by the branching pines, 

Pendant o' er his grafly ſeat, 


Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 


Echo, in her airy round, 
O'er the river, rock, and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, _ 
Save the clack of rene mill, | 


Cattle court the MOOD bland, | 12 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders col; 
Or with languid ſilence and n 
Midway in the —— pool: | e 
ä FR. - : *- 6; hub 
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But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings; 3 

Fearful left the noon- tide bem 
Scorch it's ſoft, it's ſilken wings. 


Not a leaf has ww to ur, r | 
Nature's lull'd—ſerene —and full! FRG Ii 
; Quiet e'en the ſhepherd”s Fur, 

Sleeping 5 the heath · clad hill. 


Lavguid i is the landſcape 1 1 VV J 
Till the freſh-deſcending Hower, „„ fl 


1 

| 4 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, ſeth 
bY 
| Raiſes e ev * fainting flower. i 
Now the hill—the hedges green, 3 Ki 
Now the warblers throats 1 in tune; 10 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 3 A 14 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! 1 
| r E. i [i 
EV E N 1 N G. | 


On the heath the heifer firays 1 =_ 
Free—(the furrow'd taſk i is done;) , 55 

Now the village windows blaze, 3 5 TP | 5 1 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting fun. os 1 


Now he ſets bolded the hull, 
Sinking from a golden ky : 
Can the pencil's mimick ſkill | 
Copy the refulgent dye? 5 


A Trudging 
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828 Trudging as the plonghmen go, | 
(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 


Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 


| Lengthen'd « o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing bel ſpreads 
Shelter for the lordly dome ! 

To their high-builr airy beds, 
See the rooks 1 * 


1 * * 
Oo . 3 > * 


As the lark, with vary'd tune, | | 
Carols to the evening loud; 


Mark the mild ee, 8 8 
n * x parted cloud! | 3 


Nail 
; Now the hermit lol peeps =P 
From the barn er twiſted brake; b 
And the blue miſt ſlowly. creeps, | N 
Curling on the filver lake. 


„n 


As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 5 


Playful from it's boſom + ; | | | 


To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 


Tripping through the kin g yo ab, 


LG 
O'er the path-divided Wink 2 


Mark the roſe-complexion'd aſs 1 5 


With her well. poi d milking p 1 _ n 


. 4 


Linnets with unnumber'd notes, - 4h 
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1 . 7 
BY MR. HUD Sr., men A * 


H E fable queen of ſhades retires, Jo MS | 
Encircled with her fading „ 
Vok'd to her iron car, the dragons fly, 
With flow wing black'ning many a aus of 7. 
Go, melancholy goddeſs; go, 
Nurſe of deſpondency and woe. 


Tis time; the cock's ſhrill clarion calls TY 
The dawn, and ſtrikes the prowling wolf oh tou, 
And bids the phantoms diſappear, 


þ 


That glimmer midſt yon mould'ring walls: 1 
They ſtartle at the ſound, 1 
And gliding o'er the trackleſs 8 Oe rag] 


Loth, to their marble manſions haſte away. 
No more their livid lightnings play; an 
The terrors of atrial tumults ceaſe, qmm 


Huſh'd to ſerenity and ſmiling peace. 


For, lo! in heav'n's ambrofial bow'rs, 
Wak'd by the ſtationary hours, 
Parent of day, the morn unveils, her eyes, 
And vermil bluſhes ſtreak the orient Kies ; : 
How Nature triumphs at the fight, | 


| Renew'd i in all her beauty bright! 
Aer fragrant groves their incenſe, yield; Ar 56h 
The zephyrs, from her humid ſtores, diffuſe A 


The ſweetneſs of mellifluous dews; 


And pleaſure paints the lilied | field, 5 94 4 


Here, gilt with ſplendid | rays, 

The ſpires and lofty turrets blaze; 
There the canals reflect a pleaſing gleam; 
| White dancing down the pebbly ſtream, 
| 3M 2 


» — 


4 


The 


— 
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The ſilver diane Surge oy feather'd throng, 


Waods, hills, and dales, re-echo with og] ny, 


In majeſty divine, 


With dawning glory to If perſe the gloom | 
Of dire Oppreſſion; and illume the mind, 
To darkneſs and deſpondency confin'd. 


Ariſe, O Liberty! *tis thine, 


The charms of Nature to refine; 


# * 1 5 


Thus, like che morn, will faireſt Freedoiy come, 5 


1 
1. 


With blooming hope and harmony to pleaſe, 


"Ts light up awful Virtue's living ray, 


And pour the flood of intellectual day. 


Place me in Africk's deſart lands, 


Where Thirſt fits gaping on the ſands; 
If there auſpicious Freedom fix her ſcat, 


To crown with plenty, and to bleſs with eaſe; 5 


*Midft burning blaſts, PII hail the rude retreat; 
Soon ſhall the wild, more poliſh'd e 
Admire new beauties, not her own: 
Sage Induſtry ſhall dig the well 


Capacious, yawning many a fathom deep; 
While lowing herds, and bleating ſheep, ._ 


Stand frequent in the cooling cell. 
Soon ſhall the mantling vine | 


Be taught around the palm to. twine; 
And ſocial arts the Rranger Nalads wake, 


That ſleep beneath the diſtant lake, 
Curious to view young Commerce gaily roam, _ 
And briag full harveſla to. his barten home, N 


Place me beneath the 


R ng fartheſt © ocean "foams with 1 icy roar, 


* #4 . . 


ce Feld zone, 


15 
Near winter's ae throne, 


hoſpitable. 


k 
„ 
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If Freedom to the ſmoky dome FR 
With fur-cloath'd mortals deign to roam; ; 

Throꝰ ſnowy waſtes the dome I'll ſeek ; 

What hinders to enjoy he freezing year! 
For property will there appear; 
And chearful Health, with roſy « cheek, 

_ Purſue the panting prey 3 | 
Or, mindful of the lengthen'd day, 
Sit chaunting on the.mountain's chryſtal brow, 
Where hanging torrents ſhine below ; 
Nor will Cimmerian Sleep forget to bring 
Safe llumbers, waving at his downy wing. 


Come then, Celeſtial, let 275 wiſh'd return 
This happier clime ſerene; 
This happier ciime, if Rome thy abſence mourn, 
No more with ſmiles of pleaſure entertains, 
Nor Baia's groves, nor rich Campania's plains: 
| Heartleſs we view the ſplendid ſcene 
Of turrets, and the painted green 
Heartleſs the muſick of the groves we hear, 
As when, new harneſs'd out by Wrath and Fear, 


| Night's chariot moves in ſtorms ; and thunders hurl'd, 


Roll their broad terrors round the groaning world. 


VERSES 


ADDRESSED, ro uns. DIGBY. 


"BY? MRS. COLLIER, 


en THE ANNIVERSARY OF THEIR ACQUAINTANCE, WHICK 


COMMENCED Ar QUEBEC, OCTOBER Tr 1768. 


0 thee, my Digby, I. devote my lay; 5 
To thee, or F riendſhip, equal would. 1 ſing: 
| Refleing, Memory, faithful to this day, 
Shall ne' er forget to touch ch harmonious king. 
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This Gay; for eve facred, ever dear! Hy 
'F-kis day did Heav'n it's faireſt boon belton 3 

A Friend — Thy gracious Kindneſs 1 revere, _ tf 08 
And thank ther for the gift, in ö weal or woe! 


In weal or woe, 80% fore hath been it's 44; 2 
Muy cares how ſoften'd, how 1 my joys impro d! r | 
To foothe each murm' ring thought, | how oft eſſay'd; 
When f ſtern Misfortune frown'd, it's frown remov'd, 
| How form's thy gentle boom to controul. © _ 
Each growing tempeſt of th impaſſion'd breaſt ! $ 
Ho oft it's influence on my mind hath ſtole, 

5 And huſh'd the raging tumults into reſt ! 


; Thoogh many years have roll'd their periods —_ 034 
And a vaſt ocean parts us from the ſcene 8 
Where firſt fair Friendſhip's warmeſt ſmiles we bound, 
And beſt affections hail'd her for their queen: 


Yet 8 ever faithful to our ir love, 5 10 
Wich her ſoft hand hath drawn each riſing view; 
The ſcenes which tendereſt F riendſhip muſt approve, 3 

Her traits ll give in ev'ry picture true. 


Recording Time, turn o'er each 3 with care, 
Our hiſtory ſince that period firſt begun; 8 
When each affection claim'd an equal ſhare, ; : | 
And ſym pathetick friendſhip made them one. 


On each fair page our friendſhip ftands ſecure, 
No change, no chance, but proves it's potent power ; 
Each growing period glows with love more pure, 
And faith fill firmer each advancing hour. 


Through 
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Through ev'ry varying ſcene which time hath 3 

Her bright'ning influence beam'd it's rays around: 

From the pain'd breaſt each throbbing care hath driven, 
And chac'd deſpair when loſt 1 in thought profound. 


O Carter! could I aw thy poliſh'd verſe, | 

On this delightful theme how ſweet the lays! 
My Digby's name each charming line ſhould grace, 
Jo ſpeak her truth and love in warmeſt-praiſe. 


Her well form'd mind, by Wiſdom's influence bleſs'd, 
Where mild Religion bears an equal part: 
Where calm Experience ſoothes our cares to reſt, 

And virtues prove the e of her ART. 


Her heart with naderef aden doth glow, 
And Sympathy” s endearing powers are are, 
To feel for others in their joy or Woe, 
And from the weeping eye to wipe the t tear. 


Vs bleſs'd to know this gentle boſom mine, 

By thoſe ſoft ties which tendereſt friendſhips prove! 4 
Through all my mind the accents breathe divine, 

And harmonize the paſhons into love.. 


Hail, ſacred Friendſhip ! bail thou beft-lov'd name! 

To thee will I devote my future days; 

Since Truth and Time have ſanctifyd the flame, 
Can I do leſs than live to: ſpeak thy praiſe ?: | 


AN 
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INVOCATION TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 
BY MISS HBYS. 


"AND? RING o'er the dewy meadow, 
Oft at ev'ning hour Il go; 
Fondly courting Philomelas 
Sympathetick plaints of woe. 


Sometimes, huſh'd in ſtill attention, 
Leaning penſive o'er a ſtile, 
Fancy bids her ſound deluſive 

Lull the yielding ſenſe awhile. 


Soft che viſionary muſick, ,,, 
Riſing floats upon the gale „ 1 0 
Now it ſinks in ſtrains more languid, ä 
Ones: o'er the diſtant vale. 185 4 
Starting from the dream of 3 


Nought my liſt' ning ear invades, 
Save the hum of falling waters, 
Save the W . 


5 Little ani ſoothe my bed 
Wrap my ſoul in ſofteſt airs; 

© Such as erſt, in Lydian meaſures, 
_ © Charm'd the Grecian hero's cares. 


© But, if forc'd by cruel ruſticks 
To lament thy ruin'd care; 
Breathe thy ſaddeſt ſtrains of anguiſh, 
Strains that melodize deſpair. 


© Deeply 
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: Deeply vers'd in Sorrow's leſſons, 
© Beſt my heart thy griefs can know ; 
Pity dwells within the boſom 
© Soften'd by an equal woe. 


* While thy melancholy plainings 
* All my hapleſs fate renew, 


_ © Heart-felt ſighs ſhall load the zephyrs, 


Tears increaſe the falling dew. 


3 Ceaſe to ſhun me, lovely mourner ; 
© Sweetly breathe the melting ſtrain : 
Oft thou deign'ſt to charm the ruſtick, 
© Roving thoughtleſs o'er the plain. 


© Yet, to him, thy ſofteſt trillings 
Can no ſympathy impart; 


* Wouldſt thou ſeek for kindred feelings, ; 


© See them trembling in my heart!“ 


Vain, alas! my Invocation, 

Voain the pleadings of the muſe! 

Wrapp'd in ſilent ſhades, the charmer 
Doth her tuneful lay refuſe, 


Clouds obſcure deform the zther, 
Riſing damps involve the plain; 
Penſively I haſten homeward, 

To avoid the coming rain. 


EVELINA. 


* 
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EVELINA. 
an iber. 
| By MR, TOMLINS. 
E-E CHOING thro' the ſolitary ſhade, 
No more the nightingale her vigil kept; 


The moon no more the noiſy watch-dog bay'd, 
But ev'ry eye, fave Evelina's, ſlept, 


She, wretched female, waltes the midnight hour, 
Not as when firſt Bellario caught her eye; 

When new to love, in ſome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 

She fondly liſten'd to each treach'rous ſigh : 


When kneeling at her feet, and bath'd in tears, 
Unnumber'd vows he fwore of endleſs truth; 

And while he bade her boſom loſe it's fears, 
Deſtroy'd the virgin bloſſom of her youth! 


In fruitleſs grief ſhe ſpends the tedious night, 
And ſad remorſe in vain her boſom tears ; 


Too ſoon to bring her ſorrows to the light, 


A living witneſs of her ſhame ſhe bears, 


In vain ſhe calls on all thoſe pow'rs above, 
8s oft invok'd to ev'ry vow he ſwore; 
In vain recounts the bliſsful ſcenes of love, 

In happy moments that return no more, 


« Ah, falſe Bellario! whither art thou flown, 
£ Unheedful of the anguiſh I endure? 
© Return, thou faithleſs cauſe of all my moan ; 


© O come, and eaſe the wound thou canſt not cure! 


„Tho 
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© 'Tho? Love has loſt his empire in thy breaſt, 
Still let thy pity lend it's kind relief; 
Till ſome bleſs'd hour ſhall give eternal reſt, 
And end the torments of deſpair and grief. 


8 Heart-rending thought! e'er number'd with the dead, 

Envenom'd Infamy ſhall blaſt my name; 

While envious Scorn the baleful tale ſhall ſpread, 
And feaſt upon the ruins of my fame. 


What boots it that around the pompous bed 
b Obſequious Servitude ſhall bend the knee, 
While virtuous Poverty can ſhake her head, 
And thank kind Fortune that ſhe is not me? 


Ve glitt'ring gifts from Fortune's hoard begone ; 
© Begone, ſince Peace and Chaſtity are fled : 
Can gold re-purchaſe female honour flown, 
© Or buy the feelings of the ſpotleſs maid ? 
Come then, thou friendly draught, my mis'ries eaſe, 
And all my guilt, and all my ſhame conceal ; 
From ev'ry eye, from ev'ry ear, but His, 
Who ſees, who pities, all the pangs I feel!“ 


With wild, diſtracted looks, and throbbing breaſt, 
Through ſuffocating ſobs and ſighs ſhe broke; 
And thus the fatal fruit of Love addreſs'd, 
While all the mother trembled as ſhe ſpoke. 


O chou! whom Nature would to man have brought, 
That dy'ſt ere yet thou haſt begun to be; 

« Ere yet thou feel'ſt the bitter curſe of thought, 
© Or wak'f to life, and liv'ſt a wretch like me! 


% 
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End thou the dire remorſe that racks my breaſt, 
© And for thy fate ſufficient vengeance takes; 

© Ah! get thee to the darkſome cave of reſt, 
© Where not a ray of morning ever breaks ! 


7 For thus did Tyranny thy lot decide, 
© Thou ſource of all my woes, and all my joys : 
© Love gave thee life, in ſpite of Honour's pride; 
© Now Honour, ſpite of Love, that life deſtroys !“ 


She ſaid ; and, guided by the fiend Deſpair, 


Empts of it's life-deſtroying drench the bowl: 
O! may no maid to friend or parent dear, 
Feel the fad tortures of her guilty ſoul } 


For now the draught, with which in vain ſhe try'd 
To ſave her honour and conceal her ſhame, 

Too deeply drugg'd, poiſons life's purple tide, K 
And rends with agony her tender frame. ps 


CompelPd by pain, her former pride forgot, 
With dreadful ſhrieks ſhe pierc'd the gloom of night; 
Shrieks which conducted to the fatal ſpot - 9 
An aged parent, trembling with affright. 


There, in convulſive throes, with anguiſh wild, 
Imploring mercy, Evelina lay, 
The daughter of her ſoul ! her only child! 
To conſcious guilt and racking pain a prey, 


With fond parental care the matron tries 


To pour the balm of comfort on her wound > 
© And why, my child,” in fault'ring accents cries 
© Why fall thoſe tears, and whence thoſe ſighs profound?“ 


O let 
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O let me, let an hapleſs wretch depart, 
© Unwept, unnotic'd, to the ſilent grave! 


And may the thouſand pangs that rive my heart, 


My ſpotted ſoul from endleſs mis'ry fave ! 


Long were to tell the ſtory of my ſhame !!— 
As from her dying lips theſe accents fell, 
Convulſive ſighs diſſolv'd her tender frame, 
And her ſoul fled—whither, ah! who can tell? 


S ON N E FT. 
TO BRITANNIA, 
BY JOHN SCOTT, ESQ. 
we” E NOWN'D Britannia! lov'd parental land, 
& Regard thy welfare with a watchful eye: 


Wphene'er the weight of Want's afflicting hand 
' Wakes o'er thy vales the poor's perſuaſive cry 


When ſlaves in office freemen's rights withſtand, 
When wealth enormous ſets th* oppreſſor high, 
And bribes thy ductile ſenators command 


Then mourn—for then thy fate approacheth nigh, 


Not from perfidious Gaul, or haughty Spain, 
Nor all the neighbouring nations of the main, 
Tho' leagu'd in war tremendous round thy ſhore ; 
But from thyſelf thy ruin muſt proceed : 
Nor boaſt thy power; for know, it is decreed, 
Thy freedom gone, thy power ſhall be no more. 


ODE 
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ODE TO THE ATHEIST. 


BY MR. SHEPHERD, . 


XPATIAT E long in nice debate 
On Chance, Neceſlity, and F ate; 
With learn'd Lucretius ſtray 
In Epicurus' magick grove, 
Where the ſelf-mocion'd atoms rore 
In mazy myſtick play. 


Some vain hypotheſis admit, 

The ſpecious cobweb-work of wit; 
And daringly deny 

What ev'ry object round avows, 
What ev'ry act of Reaſon ſhews, 
An All-wiſe Deity ! 


The cleareſt evidence conteſt, 
Divinely ſtamp'd on ev'ry breaſt, 
Since Time was taught to roll; 
In Error's gloomy coverts ſtray, 
From Truth's indiſputable rap 
Remote, as pole from pole. 


So ſhuts the moping bird of night 1 
Her feeble eyes againſt the light N 
That glads the chearful day; 
And when prevailing darkneſs reigns, 
Thro? groves obſcene, or dreary Plains, 
She wings her dubious way. 


Conſult 
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Conſult the blue expanſe on high, 
The bluſh that paints the morning ky, 
The cloud that nimbly rides ; 

The orbs that mark with luſtre bright 


The ſpangled mantle of the night, 


Who there ſupreme reſides. 


Queſtion the gaudy flowers around, 


5 That ſcent the air, or paint the ground, 


Whoſe influence they obey; 


'Whoſe hand imparts the various dyes, 


At whoſe command they bud and riſe, 
At whoſe command decay. 


Say ye, on down, or mountain ſteep, 


T hat ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
And ye aerial throng, 
That chear the woodland ſcene and felds 


Wich vocal ſtrains ; whoſe bounty yields, 


Or ſuſtenance or ſong ? 


Who, in the ocean's waſte domain, 


The tenants of the wat'ry plain 


Wich liberal hand ſupplies ? 


The floods in icy fetters binds, 


Smoothes the rough ſurge, and lulls the winds, 
Or bids the en riſe? 


Nature, in ev'ry myſtick ſcene 


: Declares a plaſtick Author's reign : 


Above. the morning's wings, 

Beyond the ſea's remoteſt tides, 

Beneath the Dzdal earth, reſides 
Th' ' Almighty King of kings. 
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ENGLISH POETS. 


TO MR, HENRY ACHEVERELE ®, 


BY MR. ADDISON. 


INCE, deareſt Harry! you will needs requeſt 


A ſhort account of all the Muſe poſſeſs'd, 


That, down from Chaucer's days to Dryden's times, 
Have ſpent their noble rage in Britiſh rhymes ; 
Without more preface, writ in formal length, 
To ſpeak the undertaker's want of ſtrength, 
III try to make their ſev'ral beauties known, 


And ſhew their verſes worth, tho* not my own. 
Long had our dull forefathers ſlept ſupine, | 


Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Nine, 


Till Chaucer firſt, a merry bard, aroſe, 

And many a ftory told in rhyme and proſe ; 
But age has ruſted what the poet writ, 

Worn out his language, and obſcur'd his wit; ; 


In vain he jeſts in his unpoliſh'd ſtrain, 


And tries to make his readers laugh in vain. 
Old Spenſer next, warm'd with poetick rage, 


In ancient tales amus'd a barb'rous age ; 
An age that, yet uncultivate and rude, 


Where'er the poet's fancy led, purſu'd, 
'Thro? pathleſs fields and unfrequented floods, 


To dens of dragons and enchanted woods. 
But now the myſtick tale, that pleas'd of yore, 


Can charm an underſtanding age no more; 
The long-ſpun allegories fulſome grow, 


| While the dull moral lies too plain below. 


* Afterwards Dr, Sacheverell, 
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We view, well pleas'd, at diſtance all the ſights 1 
Of arms and palfries, battles, fields, and fights, | 
And damſels in diſtreſs, and courteous knights; 


But when we look too near the ſhades decay, 

And all the pleaſing landſcape fades away. 
Great Cowley, then, (a mighty genius!) wrote, 

O'er-run with wit, and layiſh of his thought: 

His turns too cloſely on. the reader preſs; 

He more had pleas'd us, had he pleas'd us leſs, 
One glitt'ring thought no fooner ſtrikes our eyes 
With filent wonder, but new wonders riſe ; 

As in the Milky-way a ſhining white 

O'erflows the heav'ns with one continu'd light, 
That not a ſingle ſtar can ſhew his rays, 

Whilſt jointly all promote the common blaze. 
Pardon, great poet! that I dare to name 
Th” unnumber'd beauties. of thy verſe with blame : 
Thy fault is only wit in-it's exceſs ; 

But wit like thine in any ſhape will pleaſe. 

What Muſe but thine can equal hints inſpire, | 
And fit the deep-mouth'd Pindar to thy lyre? 
Pindar ! whom others, in a labour'd ſtrain, 

And forc'd expreſſion, imitate in vain ? 

Well pleas'd in thee he ſoars with new delight, _ 
And plays in more unbounded verſe, and takes a nobler flight. 

Bleſs'd man! whoſe ſpotleſs life and charming lays 

Employ'd the tuneful prelate in thy praiſe ; 
Bleſs'd man! who now ſhall be for ever known, 
In Sprat's ſucceſsful labours, and thy own. 
But Milton next, with high and haughty ſtalks, 
Unfetter'd, in majeſtick numbers walks: 
No vulgar hero can his. Muſe engage, 
Nor earth's wide ſcene confine has hallow'd rage. 
See! ſeg! he upward ſprings; and, tow'ring high, 
Spurns the dull proyince of mortality ; | 
30 | Shakes 


i 

'- 
4 
J 


To varniſh o'er the guilt of faithleſs men, 


Betrays a bottom odious to the fight. ' INT 4 


Turn ev'ry line with art, and fmogth thy verſe 5: - 
The courtly Waller next commands thy las . 
Muſe! tune thy verſe with art to Waller's praiſo. 5 * 42. 
While tender airs and lovely dames inſpire 2 11e n. 
Soft melting thoughts, and propagate deſire, 
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Shakes Heavh's eternal throne with dire alarms,” „ 
And ſets th Almighty Thunderer in arms! 
Whate'er his pen deſcribes I more than ſee, | | 
_ Whilſt ev'ry verſe, array'd in majeſty, 
Bold and ſublime, my whole attention draws, 


And ſeems above the critick's nicer laws. : 

How are you ſtruck with terror and delight, 

When angel with archangel copes in fight! 5 
When great Mefliah's outſpread banner ſhines, 8 
How does the chariot rattle in his line:: 
What ſound of brazen wheels, what thunder, 5855 VE 


And ſtun the reader with the din of war!? | es apron 
With fear my fparits and my blood retire, onen 
To ſee the ſeraphs ſunk i in clouds of fre: Ser . 
But when, with eager ſteps, from hence I riſe, r * 
And view the firſt gay ſcenes of Paradiſe, | POTS MOTEL 


What tongue, what words of rapture, can der al 


A viſion ſo profuſe of pleafantnefs ! 
Oh! had the poet neer prophan'd his pen, 


2 
— 
doe 


His other works might have deſery*d applauſe : ; ny 5 25 th 
But now the language can't ſapport the cauſq̃q̃m̃̃ 
While the clean current, tho” ſerene and. bright, 


But now my Muſe, a a ſofter firgin . 1 ng Al. 


ö N . 


So long ſhall Waller's ſtrains our paſtion move, b "1913911 .1 
And Sacharifla's beauty kindle loom... 
Thy verſe,” harmonious bard L and-flatr'ring ſong, 


C3 


Can make the vanquiſh'd great, the coward 06% 


Thy verſe can ſhew e' en Cromwel hs innocenee, 


And compliment the ſtorm that bore him hence! 


Oh, 
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Oh, had thy Muſe not come an age too ſoon, 


But ſeen great Naſſau on the Britiſh. throne, 95 | bit | 


How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy Page, Ws 
And warm'd thee to a more exalted rage! 
What ſcenes of death and-horror had we view 'd, 
And how had Boyn's wide current reek'd i in blood ! 5 
Or if Maria's charms thou wouldſt rehearſe, 
In ſmoother numbers and a ſofter verſe, 
Thy pen had well deſcrib'd her graceful air, 
And Gloriana would have ſeem'd more fair. 
Nor muſt Roſcommon paſs neglected by, 
That makes e' en rules a noble poetry; 
Rules, whoſe deep ſenſe and heav'nly numbers ſhew - 
The beſt of criticks and of poets too. 
Nor, Denham! muſt we eber forget thy ſtrains, 


While Cooper's Hill commands the neighb'ring plains, 


But ſee where artful Dryden next appears, 

. Grown old in rhyme, but charming e'en in years ! 
Great Dryden next! whoſe tuneful Muſe affords 
The ſweeteſt numbers and the fitteſt words. 


Whether in comick ſounds or tragick airs | 


She forms her voice, ſhe moves our fmiles or tears. 
If ſatire or heroick ſtrains ſhe writes, 
Her hero pleaſes, and her ſatire bites. | 
From her no harſh unartful numbers fall ; 
She wears all dreſſes, and ſhe charms in all. 
How might we fear our Englith poetry, 
That long has flouriſh'd, ſhould decay with thee, 
Did not the Muſes other hope appear, 
Harmonious Congreve ! and forbid our fear: 
Congreve ! whole fancy's unexhauſted ſtore 
Has giv'n already much, and promis'd more; 
Congreve ſhall ſtill preſerve thy fame alive, 
And Dryden's Muſe ſhall in his friend ſurvive. 

Pm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain tire o'er, 
But juſtice {ill demands one labour more : 

3 2 
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The noble Montague remains annam'd, | 
For wit, for humour, and for judgment, fam'd; F 
To Dorſet he dire&s his artful Muſe, 

In numbers ſuch as Dorſet's felf might uſe. 
How negligently graceful he unreins 
His verſe, and writes in looſe familiar ſtrains ! 
How Naſſau's god-like acts adorn his lines, 
And all the hero in full glory ſhines | — 
We fee his army ſet i in juft array, | 

And Boyn's dy'd waves run AT to the ſea. 
Nor Simois, choak'd with men, and arms, and od, 
Nor rapid Xanthus* celebrated food, 
Shall longer be the poet's higheſt themes, | 
Tho? gods and heroes fonght promiſcuous in their fireams: 
But now, to Naſſau's fecret councils rais'd, 
He aids the hero whom before he prais'd. 

I've done at tength——and now, dear friend! receive 
The laſt poor preſent that my Muſe can give : 9 
I leave the arts of poetry and verſe, 

To them that practiſe em with more ſucceſs. 
Of greater truths I'lt now prepare to tell; ; 
And fo, at once, dear Friend and Muſe, farewel i ' 


END OF "THE SECOND VOLUME. 
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